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ADVERTISEMENT, 



It may be necessary to mentioo, that in 
arrang^ng^ the Odes, the Translator has adopted 
the order of the Vatican MS. For those who 
wish to refer to the original, he has prefixed an 
Index, which marks the number of each Ode in 
Barnes and the other editions. 
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AX ODE 
BY THE TRANSLATOR, 



EIIT ^oJ'nois vATnia-t 
T«?oc wot' fAtKtcrjis 
'lAa^of ytJiOef mi/to, 
Mfdc/ttV Tf juti xvpi^m* 
A/U91 avrov it i"* %fmnr%i 

'O )SiX» Ttt T«c KuBupus 
Es'oiii, ^'t'^'C oi0'«c* 

O it XtUKA TTOp^VfClO'eL 

Kpna cvf ^oS'ota-t ttm^as-, 
E^iXii 9tftn ^i/)orTA* 
*H it BtAuir «tv«0'0'«, 
20<MH jtot' if Oxt/fta-i* 
E^opm^^ Ay«t»^tovT«t, 
H^opa^A nrnt tfttorac, 

'tTTOfAUintLTVAS tlSTt* 

2e^f, ^' MC Ayctx^iot^TA 
Toy O-O^ttTATOV «t9'«tyTa?, 
K«XtV9'IV W tf-tff /(«/, 

Ti, >v«F, Ttov ;Siov ^fiv 
Toic tfuat^ *rt» Avenet, 

Ti ^txn/Act, rut Ku^ufns, 
Ti xtmxxet TV A-90eit, 
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Atu >' trfv^ncTAC «/«», 
Oux* ifAits fo/JiHc ^liAaxw^ 

'O (Ti T«iO( fAthtcne 

*0<ri) 6te(, orit y> auv yufy, 

MtTct <rttv «ctx«y ^yyecMMy* 

(ii XVgif ^eC^, fftOV «T0p 

AvetTryfi ftsyvf f^ai<r«f * 
4>iXfMy fXAxna. TFttvrmfj 
Tic 0'o^A»Tfgoc ^fv (;i; 
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REMARKS 

ON 

ANACREON. 



RE is very little known with certainty ot 
ife of Anacreon. Chamaileon Flera- 
38,* who wrote upon the subject, has 
lost in tlie g;pneral wreck of ancient 
ture. The editors of the poet have col- 

1 the few trifling anecdotes, which arc 
:red though the extant authors of anti- 
and supplying the deficiency of materials 
Lions of their own imagination, they have 
i^cd, what they call, a life of Anacreon. 
i specious fabrications are intended to 
fc that interest which wo naturally feel 

2 ^^'Ography of illustrious men ; but it 
ler a dangerous kiud of illusion, as it 
inds the limits of history and romaDce,j 

I is quoted by Athcnaeni ffi ve$ wtpi nt AvetK/i* 

le Ilistoiy of Anacreon, by Monsieur Gacoo (le 
tani fard,} is professedly a romance ; nor does 
loiielle Scuderi, from whom he borrowed (he 
tretend to historical veracity in her account 
^rcton and Sappho. These, thcn^ are allowable . 
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and is too often supported by unfaithful cita« 
tion.* 

Our poet was bom in the city of T^os, in 
the delicious region of Ionia, where every things 
respired voluptuousness.! The time of his birth 
appears to have been in the sixth century be- 
fore Christ4 and he flourished at that remark- 
able period, when, under the polished tyrants 
Hipparchus and Polycrates, Athens and Samos 
were the rival asylums of genius. The name 
of his father is doubtful, and therefore cannot 
be very interesting. His family was perhaps 
illustrious ; but those who discover in Plato that 
he was a descendant of the monarch Codnu, 
exhibit, as usual, more zeal than accuracy.} 

But how can Barnes he forgiven, who, with all ihb 
confidence of a biographer, traces every waaderiog <tf 
the poet, and settles him in his old age at a coontfy 
villa near T6os f 

* The learned Monsieur Bayle has detected lome 
infidelities of quotation in Le Fevre. See Dictioooaire 
Historique, etc. Madame Dacier is not more accurate 
than her father : they have almost made Aoacreoa 
prime minister to the monarch of Samos. 

f The Asiatics were as remarkable for gemos •• 
for luKury. ** Ingenia Asiatica inclyta per geotei 
fecere Poetae, Anacreon, inde Mimnemas et AaliiBt« 
ckus, etc.** Solinus. 

( I have not attempted to define the partifmlo 
Olympiad, but have adopted the idea of Bayle, wkt 
9ays, ** Je n*ai point marquft d'Olympiade ; car poor 
un homme qui a v€cn 85 ans, il me lenble qaa t^ 
ne doit point s*enfermer dans de bonNi m fitroUeat* 

\ This mistake is founded on a felie iolecpratalkii 
of a veij obvieuB passage in Plato*i Walegva anf 
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The disposition and taleots of ADacreon re- 
commended him to the monarch of Samos. 
and he was formed to be the friend of such a 
prifice as Polycrates. Susceptible only to the 
pleasures, be felt not the corruptions of tlic 
court ; and while Pythagoras fled from the ty- 
rant, Anacreon was celebrating' bis praises ou 
the lyre. We are told too by Maximus Tyrius, 
that by the influence of his amatory sou^s he 
loftened the mind of Polycrates into a spirit 
of benevolence towards bis subjects.''' 

The amours of the poet and tbe rivalship 
of the tyrant,f I shall pass over in silence ; 
and there are few, I presume, who will regret 
the omission of mos' of those anecdotes, which 
the industry of some editors bas not only pro- 
mulged, but discussed. Wbatever is repug- 
oaot to modesty and virtue is considered in 

Temperance ; it orie^inated with Madame Dacier, and 
has been received implicitly iiy many. Gail, a late 
editor of Aoat:rconi set^ms locUim to himself ibe merit 
of delecting this error ; but Bayle had observed it be- 
fore him. 

Maiim. Tyr. ^21. iVlaximus I'vriu!* mendonH this 
moog other initancea of the influence of poetry. If 
Gul had read Maximus Tyriuv, how could he ridicule 
tit idea in Moutonnet, as uiiauiheDticaied ? 

f In the romance of Cleli, the anecdote to which I 
•Unda is told of a young girl, with whom \nacreon 
Idl in lofo while she personated the god Apollo in a 
mukm Bat here Mademoiselle Scuderi consulted 
aatnre more than truth. 
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ethical science, by a supposition very fa^ 
able to humanity, as impossible ; and this fl 
ble persuasion should be much more strc 
entertained, where the transgression wars 
nature as well as virtue. But why are W4 
allowed to indulge in the presumption ? ** 
are we officiously reminded that there 
been such instances of depravity ? 

Plipparchus, who now maintained at At 
the power which his father Pisistratus 
usurped, was one of those elegant princes 
have polished the fetters of their 8ubj< 
He was the first, according to Plato, who 
ed the poems of Homer, and commanded \ 
to be sung by the rhapsodists at the celc 
tion of the Panatheno^a. As his court wa 
galaxy of genius, Anacreon should net be 
sent. Hipparchus sent a barge for him ; 
poet embraced the invitation, and the m 
and tlie loves were wafted with him to Athc 

The manner of Anacreon's death was 
gular. We are told that in the eighty- 
year of his age he was choked by a gf 
stone ;t and however we may smila at t 

■ 

"* There is a very interesliog French poem feu 
upon this anecdote, imputed to Desy vetanz, and € 
•» Anacreon Citoyen." 

f 7abricu8 appears not to trust very implici 
thia atoiy. '* Uvs pastsB acino tandem aancat 
credimos Suida in oiuwtmt ^ alii enim hoc n 
e^nere periiate tradant Sophoclem." Fabricii 
liothec. Gnec. lib. ii. cap. 15. It must be cent 
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eothusiastic partiality, who pretend that it was 
a peculiar indulgence of I-Ieayen which stole 
bim from the world by this easy and charac- 
teristic death, we cannot help admiring that 
fail &te should be so emblematic of his disposi- 
tion. Cselius Calcagninus alludes to this ca- 
tastrophe in the following- epitaph on our poet : 

Then,* hallowed sage, those lips which pour*d 

along 
The sweetest lapses of the cj'gnet^s song, 

A grape has cIosM for ever ! 
Here let the ivy kiss the poet's tomb. 
Here let the rose he !ov*d with laurels bloom. 

In bandt> that ne*er shall sever ! 

tbtt Lucian, who tells that Sophocles was choked by 
& grape-stone, in the very same treatise mentions the 
longevity of Anacreon, and yet is silent on the man- 
ner of his death. Could he have been ignorant of 
loch a remarkable coincidence, or, knowing, could he 
have neglected to remark it? See Regnier's Intro- 
daction to his Anacreon. 

* At te, sancte senex, acinus sub tartara misit ; 

Cygnese clausit qui tibi vocis iter. 
V(d, hederse, tumulum. tumulom vos cignite lauri 

Hoc roia perpetoo vernet odora loco ; 
At Titis procul hinc, procul hinc odiosa facestat. 
Que caosam dirse protulit, uva, necis, 
Creditur Ipse minus vitem jam Bacchus amare. 

In Yatem#Matum quae fuit ausa nefas. 

Cslios Calcagoinus has translated or imitated the 
epigrams ttt tsv Mv fmf ot fiuff Which are given 
under the name of Anacreon. 
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But far be thou, oh ! &r. unholj vine. 

By whom the favourite ininstrei of the Nine 

ExpirM his ros'y breath ; 
Thy God himtielf oow hlu^hett to confess. 
Unholy vine ! he feels he loves thee letss, 

ISince poor Anacreoii^s deatJi ! 

There cao scarcely be imagpined a mon 
lightful theme for the warmest speculatio 
fancy to wanton upon, than the idea of a 
tercourse between Anacreon and Sapphi 
could wish to believe that they were cotei 
rarj : any thought of an interchange bet\ 
hearts so congenial in warmth of passion 
delicacy of genius, gives such play to the 
gination, that the mind loves to indulge ii 
but the vision dissolves before historical tr 
and Chamseleon and Hermesianax, who an 
source of the supposition, are cunsidere 
having merely indulged in a poetical 
chronism.* 

To infer the moral dispositions of a 

* Barnes is convinced of the syochronisin of 
creon and Sappho but verv gratuiloui>iy. In citii 
auihoritifS, it is btrange that he neglected the 
which Fulviuti Ursinus has quoted, as of Anac 
among the te'^iimonies to Sappho : 

B.t/uii KttCatf ua-Apetf 1±7r^m 4rsc^diirof «!/ vpmn 

Fabricus thinks that they might ha«W^i«en cote 
rary, but considers their amoar a^ a tale of ima 
tion. Vosisius rejects the idea entirely ; as also < 
J3orricbiuS| etc. etc. 
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from the tone and sentiment which peiradea 
his works, is sometimes a very fallacious ana- 
logy : but the soul of Anacreon speaks so un- 
equivocally through his odes, that we may 
consult them as the faithful mirror of his 
heart.''' We find him there the elegant volup- 
tuary, diffusing the seductive charm of senti- 
ment over passions and propensities at which 
rigid morality must frown. His heart, de- 
voted to indolence, seems to think that there 
is wealth enough in happiness, but seldom hap- 
piness enough in wealth ; and the cheerfulness 
with which he brightens his old ag^ is interest- 



* An Italian poet, in some verses on Belleaa's 
translation of Anacreon, pretends to imagine that oa\ 
hnd did not feel as be wrote. 

Lyseum, Vcnerem, Cupidinemque 
Seoex lucit Anacreon poela. 
Sed quo tempore nee ca|)aciores 
Rogabat cyathos, nee inquietis 
Urebatnr amoribus, seel ip^i8 
Tantum versibus et jocis amabat, 
Nullum prae se habitum gerens amanti«. 

To Lore and Bacchus ever young. 

While sage Anacreon touch*d the lyre, 
lie neither felt the lovea he Aung, 

Nor fillM his bowl to BacchuM higher. 
Those flowery days had taded long, 

When youth could act the lover's part ; 
And patsioB trembled in bis song. 

But never, never, reached hit heart. 
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ing and endearing: like his own rose, '. 
fragrant even in d^oay. But the most ( 
liar feature of his mind is that lore of sii 
city, which he attributes to himself so 
feelingly, and which breathes characterisl 
ly through all that he has sung. In tru 
we omit those vices in the estimate fi 
elhnic religion not only connived at, but 
secrated, we shall say that the dispos 
of our poet was amiable ; his morality wa 
laxed, but not abandoned; and Virtue, 
her zone loosened, may be an emblem ol 
character of Anacreon.* 

Of his person and physiognomy time 
preserved such uncertain memorials, that 



* Anacreon*8 tbaracter has been variously colo 
Barnes lingers on it with entbusiastic admiratlor 
he is alwHjs extravagant, if not sometimes even 
fane. MoDsieur Baillet, who is in the oppostt 
treme, exaggerates too much the testimonies v 
he has consulted ; and we cannot surely agree 
him when he cites such a compiler as Athensi 
** un des plus savans critiques de PantiquitS.*' J 
ment des Savans, M.CV. 

Barnes could not have read the passage to « 
he refers, when he accuses Le Fevre ci having 
sured our poet*s character in a nota on Longi 
the note in questioo is manifest irony, in allusii 
some reprehension which Le Fevre had snfiere< 
his Anacreon; and it Is evident that praise n 
than censure is intimated. See Johannes Volpii 
Utilitate PoStices, who vindicate! eur poet's re] 
tido; 
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Laps it were better to leave tlic pencil to f:in- 
cy; and few can read the Odes of Anacrcnn 
without imagining the form of the aniinatt'd 
old bard, crowned 'xrilh roses, and singing to 
tbe lyre.* 

After the very enthusiastic eulogiums he 
stowed by the ancients and moderns upon tliC 
poems of Anacreon,f we need not be diOiJent 

* Johannes Faber, in bis descrijition of the coin of 
I'rsinus, mentions a head on a very bcaotiful carncllan, 
nbich he supposes was worn in a ring by some nd- 
ii:irer of the poet. In i\\» Iconogrnphia of Ouiiii.t 
ihcre is a youthful hoad of Anncrcon from a Carcclan 
iiiodal, with the hitlers TEI02) around it; on the re- 
verse there is a Noptync, holding a sprar in his n;;h( 
hand, and a dolphin in tlic left, wilh the word 
TIANf^N, inscribed, " volcndoci dcnotarc (savif C'a- 
iiini) chc! quelle cittadini la coniasscro in honore del 
&U0 coinpatriota i>octa." There is nl.'^o among the 
coius of Dc Wihle, one which, tliough it I)oars no cfli- 
gr, was probably struck to tlic memory of Anacrcon. 
It has (he word THIflN, cncirck'd i«ith an ivy crown. 
" At<iaidni respicit haic corona Anacrconiem, nobilcm 
lyricam?" De Wilde. 

f Besides those which are extant, he wrote hymni;, 
el^es, epigrams, etc. Some of the epigrams still 
eiiiL HiM«ce alludes to a poem of his upon the ri- 
talrjr of Circe and Penelope in the afl'cctions of 
Ulyncs, lib. i. od. 1 7. Tlie scholiast upon Nicandcr 
cites a fragnneDt from a poem upon sleep by Ana- 
crpon, and attributes to him likewise a medicinal 
taalise. Fulgentius mentions a work of hi« upon fhcr 
war between Jupiter and the Titans, and the ori;;ir 
of (he consecration of the eagle. 
Vol. IV. 2 
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in expressing our raptures at their beauty, 
uor hesitate to pronounce them the most polish^ 
ed remains of antiquity.* They are all beauty, 
all enchantment.f Pie steals us so insensibly 
along with him, that we sympathize even in 
hio excesses. In his amatory odes there is a 

* Sec Horace, Maximum T) rias, etc. "His «lyle 
^says Scalig^r) ii sweeter tban the juice ofHhe Indian 
iced." PocUces, lib. i. cap. 44. *'Froiu the softness 
of his verses (says Olaus Borri(;bius) the aocients be- 
stowed on him the epithets sweet, delicate, graceful, 
etc." Diasertaliones Academics, de Foctis, diss. 2. 
Sculi^er again praises him in a pun ; speaking of the 
uiKzSj or ode, ** Anacreon autem non solum dedit hocc 
iui?.n sed etiam iu ip:!is meila.*' See the passage of 
Rapiii, quoted by all the editors. I cannot omit citing 
ihc following very spirited apostrophe of the author of 
the Coranieutary prefixed to the Parma edition : '* O 
vos sabliiucs aniraoe, vos Apoilinis alumni, qui post 
uiium Alcmauem iu tola HeHade lyricam poesim ex- 
suscilusti:;, coluistis, amplificastis, qtiseso vos an ullus 
unquam fucnt vatcs qui Tcio cautori vel naturte can- 
dore vel metri suavitate palmani piseripuorit** See 
likewise Vincenzo Graviui della Raij. Poetic, libro 
prirao, p. 97. Among the Ritrulli del Cavalier Ma- 
riao, there is one of Anacreon beginning Cingetemi In 
froute, etc. etc. 

f ** We may perceive," says Vossius, " that the 
iicradon of his words conduces very much to the . 
swcetueys of his style." Henry Stephen remarks the 
sLme beauty in a note on the forty-fourth ode. This 
figure of iteration is bis most appropriate grace. The 
modeni writers of Juveuilid and Basia have adopted 
n ic^ an excess which destroys the (fleet. 
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delicacy of complimeot not to be found in any 
other ancient poet. Love at that period was 
rather an unrefined emotion ; and the inter- 
course of the sexes was animated^ more by 
passion than sentiment. They knew not those 
little tendernesses which form the spiritifal 
part of affection ; their expression of feeling' 
was therefore rude and unvaried, and the 
poetry of love deprived of its most captiva-> 
ling' graces. Anacreon, however, attained 
some ideas of this gallantry; and the same 
delicacy of mind which led him to this refine- 
ment, prevented him from yielding to the free- 
dom of language which lias sullied the pages 
of all the other poets. His descriptions arc 
warm ; but the warmth is in the ideas, not tho 
words. He is sportive without being wanton, 
and ardent without being licentious. His 
poetic invention is most brilliantly displayed 
in those allegorical fictions which so many 
have endeavoured to imitate, because all have 
confessed them to be inimitable. Simplicity 
b the distinguishing feature of these odes, and 
they interest by their innocence, while they 
fascinate by their beauty ; they are, indeed, 
the infants of the Muses, and may be said to 
lisp in numbers. 

J shall not be accused of enthusiastic par- 
tiality by those who have read and felt the ori- 
ginal ; but to ethers I am conscious that this 
ihould not be the language of a translator, 
vhosc faint reflection of these beauties csu 
b\xt little justify his admiration of them. 



/ 
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Iq the ag'e of Anacreon music and poetry 
were inseparable. These kindred talents were 
for a long time associated, and the poet al- 
ways sung his own compositions to the lyre. 
It is probable that they were not set to any 
regular air, but rather a kind of musical reci- 
tation, which was varied according to the fancy 
and feelings of the moment.* The poems ef 
Anacreon were sung at banquets as late as 
the time of Aulus Gcllius, who tells us that he 
heard one of the odes performed at a birth-day 
entertainment.f 

The singular beauty of our poet's style, and 
perhaps the careless facility with which he 
appears to have trifled, have induced, as I re- 
remarked, a number of imitations. Some 
have succeeded with wonderful felicity, as 
may be discerned in the few odes which are 
attributed to writers of a later period. But 
none of his emulators have been so dangerous 

* In the Paris edition there are four of the original 
odes set to music, by citizens "Le Sueur, Gossec, Me- 
hul, and Cherubim. "On chante du Latin et de 
ritalien,** says Gaii, *^ quelquefois meme sans les en- 
tendre ; qui cmpeche que noas ne chantions des odes 
(irccques." The chromatic learning of these com- 
{)0$ers is very unlike what we are told of the simple 
melody of the ancients ; and they have all mistaken 
the accentuation of the words. 

t The Parma commentator is rather careless in re- 
ferring to this passage of Aulas Gelliui (lib. xix cap. 
\^.) The ode was not sung hj the rhetorician Julia- 
nas, as he says, bat by the minstrels of both 
who were inlrodaced at the entertainin^ntt 
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to bis fame as those Greek ecolesiastics of the 
eariy ages, who, cooscious of inferiority to 
their prototypes, determined on removing the 
possibility of comparisoD, and, under a sem* 
blance of moral zeal, destroyed the most ex* 
qoisite treasures of antiquity."" Sappho and 
Alcaens were among the victims of this viola- 
tion ; and the sweetest flowers of Grecian li- 
teratare fell beneath the rude hand of eccle- 
siastical presumption. It is true they pretend- 
td that this sacrifice of genius was canonized 
by the interests of religion ; but I have alrea- 
dy assigned the must probable motive ;f and 
if Greg^rius Nazianzenus had not written 
Anacreontics, we might now perhaps have the 
works of the Teian bard unmutilatcd, and be 
etnpowered to say exultingly, with Horace, 

Nee si quid olim iusit Anacreon 
Dclevit aptas 

The zeal by which these bishops professed to 
be actuated, gave birth more innocently, in- 

* See what Colomeitius, in his ** Literary Treasures,*' 
has quoted from Alcyonius de hxilio ; it may be foand 
in Baxter. Colometfius, after citing the passage, adds, 
** Haec aaro contra cara non potai noa appoeere.** 

t We may perceive by the beginning of the first 
hymn of Bishop Synesius, that he made Anacreon and 
Sappho his modeJN of compobition. 

MtTtt Tntttr eto^/oty, 
MiTdt AfrC<fltv Tfl fjtoxn'ttf, 

Margunius and Damascenod were likewise authorji 0/ 
pioas Aoacreooticflk 




deed, to BD abanrd speciei o( parody, as t6- 
pognaot (o piety w it ia to tHte, where the 
poet of relaptaouioeM was mode a preacher 
of the goipel, and his muae, lite the Ventiiia 
annoDr at LicedsBinon, nai arrayed in all the 
eeTerities of priestly instractios. Sueh ^ai 
(be " Anacreon Recantatm," by Carolui de 
Aqnino, a Jesuit, pub liahed 1T0I, which cod- 
siited of a leries of palioodea to the aeveral 
EODgi of our poet. Such loo was the Chris- 
liao AnacreoD of Falri^aDus, another Je- 
suit,* who preposterously transferred to a most 
sacred subject all that AoacreoD had sung to 
feslivily. 

His metre has beeu very frequently adopted 
by the modern Latin poets. Scaliger, Taub* 
mannas, BarthiuSgt and others, hare eviDced, 
that it is by no means uncang-enial with that 
lan^afe.l The Aaacreontics of Scaliger, 
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Ijo^Fcver, scarcely deserve the name ; tliey are 
g^litterio^ with conceits, and, lliougli often 
cl^^nt, are always laboured. The beautiful 
fictions of Angerianus''' have preserved more 
happily than any tlie delicate turn of those al- 
legorical fables, which, frequently passing 
ihrongh the mediums of version and imitation, 
have generally lost their finest rays in the 
transmission. Many of the Italian poets have 
sported on the subjects, and in the manner of 
Anacrcon. Bernardo Tasso first introduced 
ibe metre, which was afterwards polished and 
eoriched bj' Chabriera and others. f If we 
may judge by the references of Pegen, the 
the German- language abounds in Anacreon- 
tic imitations : and HagcdorD| is one among 
many who have assumed him as a model. La 
Farre, Chaulier, and the other light poets of 
France, have professed too to cultivate the 
muse of T^os ; but they have attained all her 
negligence with little of the grace that embel- 

Liiudarc pnmilillis 
Anacrconticillis. 

Sec the Danish Poets collected by Rostgaard. 

Thcflc pretty littlenesses defy transladon. There 
13 a rery beautiful Anacreontic by Hugo Grotias. See 
Lib. i. Farraginig. 

* From Angerianus, Prior has taken his most ele- 
gant mythological subjects. 

f See Crescimbeni, Historia della Volg. Poos. 

\ L*amiable Hagedorn vaut qaelquefois Anacreon. 
Dorat, IdSe do Ppesie Allemande. 
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lislies it. In the delicate bard of Schirat* we 
find the kindred spirit uf AnacreoD : some of 
hia gazelles, or aoagi, possess all Ibe cbaracter 
of our poet. 

Wc come noir (o a retrospect of the editions 
of AnacreoD. To Htorj Stephen we are 
indebted for haviog' first recovered his remains 
, fi'om the obsGuritj in vhich llie; bail reposed 
for su many ages. He found the serentb ode, 
as we are told, un the cover of an old bonk, 
and communicated it to Victoricus, tvho men- 
lioiiFi the circumstance in liis " Various Head- 
ings." SleplicQ was Ibco very young; and 
this discovery was considered by some critics 
of that day as a literary impoEJtion.f In IS54, 
howercr, be gave Anacreon to tbe world,| ac- 
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companied with ODDotations and a Latin ver- 
iion of the greater part of the odes. The 
learned still hesitated to receive them as the 
relics of the Teian bard, and suspected them to 
be the fabrication of some monks of the six- 
teenth century. This ivas an idea from which 
the classic muse recoiled ; and the Vatican 
manuscript, consulted by Scaliger and Salma- 
sius, confirmed the antiquity of most of the 
poems. A very inaccurate copy of this MS. 
was taken by Isaac Vossius, and this is the 
authority which Dames has followed in his 
collation ; accordiilgly he misrepresents almost 
as often as he quotes ; and the subsequent 
editors, relying upon him, have spoken of the 
manuscript with not less confidence than igno- 
rance. The literary world has at length been 
gratified with this curious memorial of the 
poet, by the industr} of the Abb6 Spaletti, 
who, in 1781, published at Rome a fac-simile 
of the pages of the Vatican manuscript, which 
contained the odes of Anacreon.* 

Monsieur Gail has given a catalogue of all 
the editions and translations of Anacreon. I 
find their number to be much greater than { 
could possibly have had an opportunity of con- 
sulting. 1 shall therefore content myself with 

* This manuscript, which Spaletti thinks as old as 
the tenth century, was brought from (he Palatine into 
the Vatican library ; it is a kind qf anthology of 
Creek epigrams : and iu (he 676th page of it are. 
fouud the r/AiAjJiCi* 7UfA7rividLii,x of Aoacreop* 




'14 RKURn on asacreos'- 

cnuinerating' those editions aplj wbicli I have 
been able to collect; thcj are very few, but I 
believe Ibey are Ihemo^t imporlaot. 

Tbe edilion by Henry Sleplien, 1554, sC 
Paria — Ibe Latin Tcrsion is by Colomciius nt- 
Iribuled lo Jobn Doral.* 

Tbe old Frenoli tranalalion;, b; nnnsard anJ 
Bellcau— Ihe former publislicd in 1555, Ibc lat- 
ter in 1556. It appears that I lenrj Stephen 
communicated bis manuscript of Anacreon to 
Jtonsard before be publislied it, bj-a note of 
Murelus upoo one at the soonels of that poet.f 

The edition bj Le Fevre. 1660. 

The edition by Madame Dacier, IGQI, irith 
a prose translation.^ 

The edition b; Longepierre, 1684, tritb a 
Imnslation in rersc. 

The edition by Baxter; London, 1695. 

A Freach translation bj La Fosse, 1'04. 

» " Lc memc (M. Vo»iii') m'a ilil qn'il srail p-i- 
«f df un AntcrCon, ci Scali^er atail marqa£ Ho fa 
iiiaiD, qu'Henri Ktirjine n'emil pat I'autpor do la rrr- 
ekin Lalinc del odei de cc pa4!i«, mais Jem Doral." 



t The ■ntbor of NdutcIIm de la Repub. del Lc' 

praifei ihia inuiilalion rery liberallj. I have altr 
thought Jl TBgae and ppiriden. 
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'^L^Histoire des Odes d'AnacreoD,'' by 
VIoDsieur Gacoo; Rotterdam, 1712. 

A translation in English verse, by sereral 
lands, 1713, in which the odes by Cowley arc 
nserted. 

The edition by Barnes; London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr. Trapp, 1733, with a 
jatin version in elegiac metre. 

A translation in English verse, by John Ad- 
lison, 1735. 

A collection of Italian translations of Ana- 
Teon, published at Venice, 1736, consisting 
>f those by Corsini, Regnier,* Salvini, Mar- 
;hetti, and one by several anonymous au- 
hors.f 

A translation in English verse, by Fawkes 
md Doctor Broome, ]760.| 

Another, anonymous, 1768. 

The edition of Spaletti, at Rome, 1781 ; with 
he fac-simile of the Vatican MS. 

* The notes of Regnier are not inserted in this edi- 
ion : tbey must be interesting, as they were for the 
nost part communicated by the ingenious Menage, 
1^, we may perceive, bestowed some re>*carch on 
be subject, by n passage in the Menagiana — •* C'est 
lassi lui (M. Bigot) qui 8*est donn^ la peine de con- 
erer des manuscrits en Itah'e dans le temps que je 
rRTaillais sur Anacr^on." Menagiana, seconde partie. 

f I find in Hayro's Notitia de» Libri rari, an Ita- 
ian translation mentioned, by Cappone in Venice, 

,670. 
I This is the most complete of (be E^n^ish trans= 

jtions. 



me edition by Citoyen Gail, 
^cveDth year, 1799, with a prose tra 



ODES OF ANACREON. 



ODE I.* 

SAW tlie smiling' bard of pleasure, 
"he minstrel of the Teian measure ; 
Pifas in a vision of the night, 
le besunM upon my wondering sight ; 
heard bis voice, and warmly prcst 
.'he dear enthusiast to my breast, 
lis tresses wore a silvery die, 
lat beauty sparkled in his eye ; 
•parkied in his eyes of fire, 
'hrongh the mist of soft desire* 

* This ode is (he first of the scries in the Va(ie'ah 
iSDnseript, which attribatea it to no other poet than 
nacreon. Thoy who assert that the manuscript 
ipDtes it to Basih'as, ha?e been misled by the words 
« apTv ^oLff-i^iKaf in (he margin, which are merely 
(ended as a title to (he following ode. Whe(ber it 
) (he production of Anacreon or not, it has all the 
alores of ancient simplicity, and is a beautiAil imiti\- 
n of the poet*s happiest manner. 
Sparkled in his eyesqfjire, 
T%rouffh the mist of soft desire.] <* How couUl U^ 
)oif at th« first look (says Baxter) that the poet wfas 



txuided him on with tender hand. 
Quick from his g-loiviog^ brows he di 
Ilis braid, of many a wanton hue ; 
1 took the braid of wanton twine, 
It brcathM of him and blushM with \ 

^/Mvycc r^ There are flurely many tclM 
propca;iity ; and the foHowiog aro the ind 
the pbibiogtiomist gives, describing a dispi 
Laps not unlike that of Anucreoo: O^dai 

tuTretBuetf irroMvrett, Hti it ai'un^ KTf 

** The t'yci that are humid and fluctuating s 
pensiiy to pleasure and love ; they bespeak 
of integrity and beneficence, a gencroaiiy < 
tion, and a genius for poetry.*' 

Biiptista Porta telU us souie strange opini 
ancient phjaiognomisls on this subject, th< 
for which were carious, and perhaps not 
fanciful. Vide E^ysiognooi. Jobaa. Caplist 

/ took the braid of mnntn-** #—"— 



«.*'>^.» 
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I liuug it o'er my thoughtless bro\r, 
And ah ! I feel its magic now ! 
I feel that even his garland's touch 
CuQ make the bosom love too much ! 



ODE II. 

Give me the harp of epic song, 
Which Homer's finger thriii'd along ; 
But tear aivay the sanguine string, 
For war is not the theme 1 sing. 
Prockdm the laws of festal rite, 
I'm modttrch of the board to-oight ; 

roses only, but of Ihee !" Whirh pret(y conceit i* 
borroired (at* (he hutbor of the Observer remarks) in ii 
Well-knowu Hide song of Ben Jousoo^s. 

" But diou ihereon didst oul^ breathe, 

Aud &enl it buck to me; 
Since when it looks aud sinelU, I swear, 
Not of itself, but ihee !" 
Jlnd ah! I /eel its magic nowf] This idea, as 
Loiigtpierre rcnihrks, is in an epigram of the sevefllW 
book of iho Anthologit. 

£f&Ti /Ji»i vifQvrt o-vftTciitcrA XAftKKCt 

While 1 unconscious quaffM my wine, 
•Twas then thy fiirgcrs slyJy stole 

Upon my brow that wreath of thine, 
Which since has maddcn'd all roy soul ! 

Proclaim the laws of festal riVe] The ancie'tits 
jircsGjibcd certain laws of d I inking at thtir fcttivaU- 



I 



"■' '^."."f '"'^ ■• 've will siriTroTire™ 
In wild but sweet cbrictj- 

And flash nround sue!, sparks of (l,c 
■;' ^•'^''''"5 <=''"'<1 ^lonc have tau<r| 

i hen <.,vo the harp of epic sonff,° 

ut car au-ay the sangnine string, 
• or ,rar 13 not the theme I sing ! 

ODE III.* 

I.ISTKK, (0 the Muse's lyre 
Master of the pencil's fire • 
Skotch'd in painting's bold displav. 
Many a city first pourtray • " ' 

Many a city, revelling free 
Warm with loose festivity. ' 
Jor an account of which so. a. 
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e llicn a rosy train, 
aats slraying o'er the plain ; 
, as tbey roam along, 
elay or shepherd-song, 
ne next, if painting may 
L theme as this pourtray, 
I happy heaven of love,, 
elect of Cupid prove. 



ODE IV.* 

N I hear your glorious task ; 
t from your labours ask 
;«ou3 panoply to shine, 
ir was ne'er a sport of mine, 
t me have a silver bowl, 

1 may cradle all my soul ; 

not o'er its simple frame 
limic constellations flame ; 
ave upon the swelling side, 
scowling o'er the tide, 
lot for the glittering wane, 
t the weeping sister train. 
! let vines luxuriant roll 
dushing tendrils round the bowl, 
nany a rose-lipM bacchant maid 
)g clusters in their shade. 

3 18 the ode which Aulus Gellius tells us was 
d by iniostreis at aa entertainment where he 
ent. 

many a rose-Up* d bacchant nurid, etc. etc.] I 
2a this according to the Vatican manuscript, 
2* 



iseekoos the rttj Tintage-Poirer. 



ODE v.* 

Grate me m cup irith briHUuit g^ 
O^ as the rich and holy rase. 
Which on the shrine of Sprinf rep 
When shepherds hail that hour of r 

in which the ode coocladet with the Ibll 
oof ioflerted eccuratel|y in aiijr of the editi 

n«i»rer ^mxue ffg 

Huu /ll k9f9 •!?«, 

AiryoCflt<r«c mtruvr^tf 
T«c ^mrvgut ytkmvrtttf 

'K«i Kv^f9fy§fim^t^f 

*OfitU SAX* A «- — 




Gnye it ^^^ 

FormMfor * 

DispUy 

In which 

Nor ao J tale of tngfic 

Which hislory treoUe 

No— coll thy fimrif* fmn abtire. 

Tbemes of bemF*a aad fbeoK of kyfc 
Let Bacchvs, Jove^ amaroBsd hoj^ 
Distil the gjape ia drops cf jon^ 
And while he ■nileB st every leaz:. 
Let warm-ejM Vemb, daacin^ aear- 
With sfiiriU of the geaial bed. 
The dewy beHage deftH md. 
Let Lore be there, withoat hm annE, 
In timid nakedness oi charm ; 
And aU the Graces hnkM with Vonre. 
Blushing throagfa the sfaadowr grove ; 



Let Lone he tkert^wWumi kit anuc, etc' Ttr. 
Sannazarro ia the eclogne of Gaiiido acdT A^nda 



Vegnan li vagfai \nnori 
Seoza fiammclle, 6 strali, 
Scherzando inaaetne pargoletta e BOifi. 

Fluttering on the bosj wia^, 
A train of naked Cupidi came, 

Sporting round in barmleai riag, 
Withont a dart, without a flaane. 

And thus in the Per?igiliiun Veneris : 

Ite syinphae, posuit anna, feriatoi eat amor. 

Love ia disarmed — ^ye nymphs, ia safety strav, 
Your bosoms now may boast a holiday ! 
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While rosy boys disportiog roundy 
!n circlets trip the velret ground ; 
But ah ! if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for my rosy boys ! 



ODE VI.* 

As late I sought the spangled bowers, 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers, 
Where many an early rose was weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping, 

But ah.' if there »Apollo toys, 

I tremble for my rosy boys /] An allusion to the 
fable that Apollo had killed bis beloved hoy Hyacinth, 
while playing with him at quoits. ** This (says M. 
La Fosse) is assuredly the sense of the text, and it 
cannot admit of any other." 

The Italian translators, to save themselves the trou- 
ble of a note, have taken the liberty of making Ana* 
creon explain this fable. Thus Salvini, the most lite- 
ral of any of them : 

Ma con lor non giaochi Apollo ; 
Che in fiero risco 
Col duro disco 
A Giacinto fiaccd il cello. 
* The Vatican MS. pronounces this beautiful fiction 
to be the genuine ofl&pring of Aoacreon. It has all 
the features of the parent : 

£t facile insciis 
Noscitetur ab omnibus. 

The commentators, boweverj have attributed it (o 
.^ulian, a royal poet. 
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T caught the boy, a goblets tide 
Was richly mantling by my side, 
I caught him by his downy wing. 
And wbehnM him in the racy spring. 

Where many an early rose was weepings 

I found the urchin Cupid sleeping ] This idea is 

prettily imitated ia the foilowiog epigram by Andreas 

Naugcriu'9 : 

i 

Flore nten dum forte vagans mea Hyella per hortos 

Texit (xioiutis lilia caria rosis, 
Ecce rosaa inter lati'antem invenit amorem 

£t simol annexii» fioribus impitcuit 
Lactatur primo, et contra nitentihus alis 

Indomitu» tentat solvere vincta puer, 
Mox ubi Imcteolas et dig:ria(» matre papillas 

Vidit et ora ipw*' nata movere Deos. 
ImpoKitoaque comae anibrosios at sentit odores 

Quoiqne legit dtti mc.sse beatus Irabs; 
" I (dixit) roea, quaere novum tibi mater amorem, 

'* Imperio scdeti haec ent apta meo.^' 

As fair Hyella, through the bloomy grove, 

A wreath of many mingled flowretswove, 

Within a rose a sleeping lore she found. 

And in the twisted wreaths the baby bound. 

Awhile he struggled, and impatient tried 

To break the rosy bonds the virgin tied ; 

But when he taw her bosom*s milky swell. 

Her features, where the eye of Jove might dwell ; 

And caught th* ambrosial odours of her hair, 

Kich as the breathings of Arabian air ; 

" Oh ! mother Venus,** (said the raptured child 

By charms, of more than mortal bloom, beguilM,^ 

** Go, seek another boy, thou'st lost thine own, 

" Hyella's bosom shall be Cupid's throne !" 
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Ob ! then I drank the poisonM bowl, 
And lore now nestles in my soul ! 
Yes, yes, my soul is Cupid's nest, 
I feel him fluttering in my l»reast. 



ODE VII.* 

The women tell me every day 

That all my bloom has past away. 

" Behold," the pretty wantons cry, 

" Behold this mirror with a sigh ; 

" The locks upon thy brow are few, 

<* And, like the rest, they're withering too [^ 

Whether decline has thinn'd my hair, 

Pm sure I neither know nor care ; 

This epigram of Naugerius is imitated by Lodo?icQ 
Dolce in a poem, beginning 

Mentre raccoglie hor uno, hor altro fiore 
Vicina a un rio di chiare et lucid' oode, 
Lidia, etc. etc. 

* Aiberti has imitated this ode in a poem, begtoniog 

Nisa mi dice e Clori 
Tirsi, ta se' pur veglio. 

TVheiher decline has thinn'd my ^tr, 
Pm sure I neither know nor care ;] Henry Stephen 
very justly remarks the el^ant oegligence of expres; 
'^iun in the original here : 

Byet^ rat »o/uetc /uin 
EiT* t/cir, mt' fluri»\$;y 
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But this I know, and this I feel, 
As onward to the tomb I steal, 
That still as death approaches nearer, 
The joys of life are sweeter, dearer ; 
And had 1 but an hour to live, 
That little hour to bliss IM give ! 

^ And Longepierre has adduced from Catullus, what h€ 
thinks a similar instance of this simplicity of manner : 

Ipse quia sit, ntrum sit, an non sit, id quoqne bescit; 

Longepierre was a good critic ; but perhaps the liae 
which he had selected is a specimen of a carelessnesi^ 
not very elegant ; at the same time I confess, that 
none of the Latin poets hare ever appeared to me so 
capable of imitating the graces of Anacreon as Catul- 
lus, if he had not allowed a depraved imagination tO 
hurry him so often into vulgar licentiousness. 

J%at itiU as death approaches nearer 

The joys of life are sweeter ^ dearer /] Pontanas hds 
a very delicate thought upon the sujbect of old age r 

^uid rides, Matrona? senem quid temnis amantem ? 
Quisquis amat, nulla est conditione, senex. 

Why do you scorn my want of youth, 
^^ And with a smile my brow behold 

■ Lady dear ! believe this truth, 

That he who loves cannot be old. 
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ODE VIII.* 

1 CARE not for the idle state 
Of Persia's king, the rich, the great ; 
1 envy not the monarch's throne, 
Xor wish the treasured gold my own. 
But oh ? be mine the rosy braid, 
The fervour of my brows to shade ; 
Be mine the odours richly sighing, 
Amidst my hoary tresses flying. 

* ** The German poet Leasing has imitated this 
Vol. i. p. 2-1.** Degen. Gail de Editionibus. 

Baxter conjectures that this was written upoi 
occasion of our poet*8 returning the money to I 
crates, according to the anecdote in Stoboeus. 

I care not for the idle state 

Of Persia's king, etc.] ** There is a fragmer 
Archilocos in Plutarch, * De iranquiUitate ani 
which oar poet has very closely imitated here 
begins, 

Ov fAOi fTAluytarit ttow^uo-h f^.thu*^'* Bai 

In one of the monkish imitators of Anacreoo we 
the same thought. 

Ti a-Gt ^tKtte ytHfBdLt I, 
&t\tt( Tvytu^ T* Jtflti ret , 

Be mine the odours, richfy aighingf 
Amidst my hoary tresses flying.] In theorigi 
fAvpoiri KU.TACpi^Uf vTtiyiif* On account of 
idea of perfuming the beard, Cornelius de Pauw ] 
nounces the whole ode to be the spurious produc 
of some lascivious monk, who was nursing bis be 
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To-day ni haste too quaff my wine, 

As if to-morrow oe*er should shine ; 

But if to-morrow comes, why theu — 

ril haste to quaff my wiae again. 

And thus while all our days are bright, 

Nor time has dimmM their bloomy light 

Let us the festal hours beguile 

With mantling cup and cordial smile ; 

And shed from every bowl of wine 

The richest drop on Bacchus' shrine ! 

For death may come with brow unpleasant. 

May come, when least we wish him present^ 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us — drink no more ! 

with ooguentB. But he should have known, that this 
was an ancient eastern costom, which, if we may be- 
liere Savary, still exists : ** Yous voyez, Monsieur (says 
this traveller,) que Pusage antique de se parfumer la 
t^te et la barbe,* c6I6br^ par le propbdte Roi, sub- 
siste encore de nos jours.'* Lettre 12. Savary like- 
wise cites this very ode of Anacreon. Angerianus has 
not thoo^t the idea inconsistent ; he has introduced 
it in the following lines : 

Haec mihi cura, rosis et ctngere tempora mjrto, 

Et curas multo delapidare mero. 
HsDC mihi, cuj-a, comas et barbam tingere succa 

Assyrio et dulces contiouare jocos. 

This be my care, to twine the rosy wreath, 
And drOKh my sorrows in the ample bowl ; 

To let my beard th* Assyrian ungmmt breathe. 
And give a loose to levity of soul ! 

* *' Sicut unguentum in capite iftutd dtsetndU in barbam 
Aaron, Paeaumc 133." 

Vol. IV. 3 
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OI>E IX.* 

I HiAr thee, by the gods abon-, . 
Give me Ihe mighly bowl I love. 
And let me siog, in irild delig'lit,' 
"I will— 1 will be mad lo-night;" 
AlcmsiOD once, a? legends tell, 
Was frenzied by the fiend? of hoU ; 
Orestes, (do, with naked Iread, 
Franlic pac'd Ibe mouDlain-head ; 
And why ? a murder'd mother'a Bhide 
Refore their ■conscious fancy plaj'J- 
But I can ne'er a murderer be; 
The grape alone shall bleed hj mc : 
Yet cao I rave, in wild delig^ht, 
"I will— I will be mad to-night !" 
The son of Joto, in days of jore, 
1 mbru'd his hands in jouthfut gore, 
And brandLsVd iritli a maniac joy, 
The quiver of Ih' expiring hoj : 
And Aj a I, with tromendoua shield. 
Infuriate BcourM the guiltless field. 

* TfaepDcl here is in a frenir of enjoymirnl. 
i). indnd, "aiDBbilii insBma," 

Dilascivia, edivino, 
Triplicalo furare, 
BsGcq, Apollo, G( A more. 

RKntIi del Caralier Marine 
'Fi.'i 'u, S) Scaligei Exprciie) i(, 

Innnira dnlce 

Fl sapiduDi furere furorem. 
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But T, whose hands no quiver hold; 
No weapon but this flask of gold ; 
The trophy of whose frantic hours 
Is bat a scattered wreath of flowers ; 
Yet, yet can sing, with wild delight. 
"I will— I will be mad to-niffht !" 



ODE X.* 

Tell me how much to punish tbcc, 
For the mischief done to me ? 
Silly swallow ! prating thing, 
Shall I clip that wheeling wing ? 

*This ode is addressed to a swallow. I find from 
D^en and from GaiPis index, that the German poc( 
Weisse has imitated it, Scherz. Lieder. lib. ii. carni. 
5; that Ramler also has imitated it, Lyr. Blumcnleso, 
lib. i?. p. 335 ; and some others. See Gail de Edi 
(ionibus. 

We are referred by Dcgen to that stupid book, the 
Epistles of Alcipbron, tenth epistle, third book ! where 
lopbon complains to Eraston of being wakeocd, by 
the crowing of a cock, fro.Ti his vision of riches. 

$iHlf tioaUow! prating ihinfffCtc] The loqUBcily 
of the 8i?allow was proverbialized ; thus Nicoslrata^^ 

El TO a-uvsx^^ «*' »••^X«t Kstt T<tp^i»f X«X«r 

If in prating from morning till night, 

A sign of their wisdom there be ; 
The swallows are wiser by right, 

For they prattle much faster than we. 



I 
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Or, as Tereus did of old, 
(So the fabled tale is toM^ 
Shall I tear that tongue away, 
ToDgae that utterM sach a lay ? 
How unthinkiog bast thou been I 
Long before the dawn was seen, 
When I slumberM in a dream, 
(Love was the delicious theme!) 
Just wb^n I was nearly blest, 
Ah ! thy matin broke my rest ! 



ODE XI.* 

" Tell me, gentle youth, I pray thee, 
What in purchase shall I pay thee 
For this little waxen toy, 
Image of the Paphian boy ?^^ 
Thus I said, the other day. 
To a youth who passM my way : 
'' Sir,^' (he answered, and the while 
Answer'd all in Doric style,] 

Or, as Tereus did of old^ etc.] Modern poeti 
confirmed the name of Philooiel upon the nightio 
but many ver^ respectable ancients assigned th: 
tamorpbose to Progne, and made Philomel the 
low, as Anacreon does here. 

* It is difficult to preserve with anygrsce the i 
tive simplicity of this ode, and the hnmour of the 
with which it conc1ude& I feel that the trans 
must appear very vapid, if net ludicrous, to an 
lish reader. 
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'* Take it, for a trifle take it ; 

Think not yet that I could make it ; 

Pray, believe it was not I ! 

No — it cost roe many a sigb, 

And I can no long^er keep 

Little gods, who murder sleep !** 

^^ Here, then, here,'^ (I said with joy,) 

" Here is silver for the boy : 

He shall be my bosom g^uest. 

Idol of my pious breieist V^ 

Little Love thou now art mine, 

Warm me with that torch of thine ; 

Make me feel as I have felt, 

Or thy waxen_frame shall melt. 

I must burn in warm desire, 

Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire ! 

And I can no longer keep 

LUtU gods, who murder sleep f] 1 have not lite- 
rally rendered the epithet 4r<tFT«f) tierce ^ if it has any 
meaning here, it is one, perhaps, better omitted. 

I must bum in warm desire. 

Or thou, my boy, in yonder fire /] Monsieur Longe- 
pierre conjectures from this, that, whatever Ana- 
creon might say, he sometimes felt the inconveniences 
of old ag«, and here solicits from the power of Love a 
warmth ..which he could no longer expect frpcn, 
Natore. 
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ODE XII. 

They tell how Atys, wild with lore, 
Roams (be mount and haunted grove ; 
Cybele's name he howls around, 
The gloomy blast returns the sound ! 
Oft too by Claros' haHow'd spring, 
The votaries of the laureH'd king 
Quaff the inspiring, magic stream, 
And rave in wild, prophetic dream. 
But frenzied dreams are not for me, 
Great Bacchus is my deity ! 

They tell how AtySt^cUd toith love, 

Roams ike mount and haunted grove ;] There are 
many contrftdictory stories of the loves of Cybele and 
Atys. It is certain that he was mutilated, but 
whether by his own fury, or her jealousy, is a point 
which authors ar-e not agreed upon. 

CybeWs name he hoiols around, etc.] 'I have adopt- 
ed the accentuation which Elias Andreas gives to 
Cybele : 

In montibus Cybclen 
rVIagno sonans boatu. 

Oft too by Claroa* hallowed spring, e/c] This foun- 
tain was in a grove, "consecrated to Apollo, and si- 
tuated between Colophon and Lebedos, in fonia. The 
god had an oracle there. Scaliger has thus alluded 
'u it in his Anacreontica : 

Semel ut concilus cestro, 
'Veluti qui Clarias aquas, 
Ebibere loquaces. 
Quo plus canunt, plura volant. 
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Full of ioairtb, and fall of him, 

While waves of perfume ronod roe swim ; 

While flavourM bowls are full supplied. 

And jou sit blushing by my side, 

■I will be mad and raying too — 

Mad, my girl ! with love for you ! 



ODE xiir. 

! WILL ; I will ; the conflicts past, 
And PlI consent to love at last. 
Cupid has long, with smiling art, 
Invited me to yield my lieairt ; 
And I have thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign^ ; 
And I've repelPd the tender lure, 
And hopM my heart should sleep secure. 
But, slighted in his boasted charms, 
The angry infant flew to arms ! 
He slung his quiver's golden frame. 
He took his bow, his shafts of flame, 
And proudly summon^ me to yield, 
Or meet him on the martial -^eld. 
And what did I unthinking do ? 
I took to arms, undaunted too; 

TFhile waves of perfume t etc.] Spalelfi has luis- 
taken the import of Kopt^But^ as applied to the poeiS 
inislrcM : ** Mca fatigatua arnica." He iuttrpreta i(, 
ill a seuse which nmsl want either delicacy or gixl- 
Jantry. 
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nolh.ng more thm, bya lirelyhvperbole 
h's hear,, „„fe„ered b^ anyone object™ 
levodon toward, ihe sex i,. general 

rhe Chronicle ;" and the learned Mon 
has un.uted iUu a Greek AnacreoutC 
Pieased at seeing it hete: 
n^oc Biuret, 




Connt me', oa the Itmoj deep, 
Ererj wvre tbat MiikB to tleep ; 



Tbcp, mj bloo, thou maj'sl coonl 

I're been loiiag all mj it}', 
M»nj njrmphg, in many w«y«, ' 
Virgip, widow, maiJ and wifu— 
I've been doling all my life. 
Haiad), Nereids, nymphi of rounlains, 
Gwllesiei of grovci and moanlain!, 
Pair ami sable, great and (ribII, 
Yei— I fvrear Tie lov'd ibem all ! 

I was bul the moDieni'a loter ; 

Oh! I'm aticha rorii^ elf. 

That Ihe Queen of Lore lieneir, 

Though sba preciii'd all her wilea, 

Rosy blushes, golden amlleB, 

All her beauly'i proud endeavonr 

Could not chain my heart for ever ! 
Oaiml mt, an Ihi avmmtr inet. 
Every Unf, elc] This figure ig railed, by ihe hhe- 
ariciani afaritrst, ttid It very frequently made uie 
■f in poetry. The Bmalory writeri hare eihanited a 
rorlJ of imagery by it, (o eipreii ibu iufinily of Iiiuea 
ihicb )hey require from Ihe lips of their in' 
n Ihii Catullu* l«d Ihe way. 
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Then, when you have number'd these 
Billowy tides aod leafy trees. 
Count me all the flames I prove, 
All the gentle nymphs I lore. 
First, of pure Athenian maids, 
Sporting in their olive shades, 
You may reckon just a score, 
Nay, lUl grant you fifteen more. 
In the sweet Corinthian grove. 
Where the glowing wantons rove, 

— Quam sidera multa, cum tacet nox, 

Fartivos liominiim videot amores ; 

Tam te basia molta basiare 

Vesano satis, e( super Catullo est : 

Qaae nee pernuraerare curiosi 

Possint, nee mala fascinare lingua. Carm. 7. 

As many stellar eyes of light, 

As through the silent waste of night, 

Gazing upon this world of shade, 

Witness some secret youth and ni^d, 

Who, fair as thou, and fond as f, 

In stolen joys enamoured lie I 

So many kisses, ere I slumbei% 

Upon those dew-bright lips Pll nura ber ; 

So many Fermil, honied kisses, 

EnFy can never count our blisses. 

No tongue shall tell the sum but mine ; 

No lips shall fascinate, but thine ! 

In the sweet CoTrirUkian grove , 

Where the glowing tponfotw rove, etc] Corinth was 
very famous for the beauty end mimlier of its coerte- 
zans. Venus wm the deity prioci pally worAipped 
by the people, and prostitution in her temple was a 




Cbtnins of bcautiea may be found, 
Cbains, b; whicb my boBrt U bouod; 
There iodeed are ^rli diTiae, 
DaDgerouB to a. soul like miDG '. 
Many blooro in Lebo>> Ule ; 
Many in Ionia sroile ; 
Rbodea a pretty Btrano can boast ; 
Caria too contaioa a hott. 
Sam these all — of brown anil fair, 
Ton may coant two tboDiaod lliere '. 
What, yon gaze ! I pray you, peace ! 
More ni £Dd before I cease. 
Hare I told yoa all m;^ flames, 
'MoDf tbe amorouB Syrian dames.' 
Ha»e 1 number'd every ooe, 
Glowing under Egypt's sun i 
Or tbe nympba wbo, blushing sweet, 
Deck the sbrine of Lore in Crete ; 
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Where the God, irith festal play , 
Holds eternal boliday P 
Still in clusters, BtiI^refnain 
Gade^s Trarm, desiriog train ; 
Still there lies a myriad more 
Oa the sable India's shore ; 
These, and many far removM, 
All are loving — all are lo?'d ! 

Cade's toarm, desiring train ;} T he Gadi (anian 
girU were like the Bladi^res of Ind ia, whose dances 
are thus described by a French author :. ** Les danscs 
soat presque foates. des pantomim es d*amour ; le 
plan, le desseia, les attitudes, lea m esu res, les sons et 
Ics cadences de ces billets, tout respire cette passion 
ct en exprime les Foluptii et les fureurs." Histoire 
du Commerce des Europ. daa9 les deux Indes. Ray- 
nal. 

The rousic of the Gadttanian females had all the vo- 
liipluouj character of th^ir dancing, as appears from. 
Martial : 

Cautica qui Nili, qui Gadi tana susarrat. Lib. iii. 
cpig. 63. 

Lodovico Ariosto had this ode of our bard in his 
mind, when he wrote his poem ** De diversis amori- 
biH/' Seis the Antbolugia Italonim. 
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ODE XV. ; 

Tcll"^ me why, my sweetest dove, 
Thus your humid pinions move, 
Shedding through the air in showers 
Essence of the balmiest flowers ? 
^Tell me whither, whence you ro7e, 
Tell me all, my sweetest do?e. 

I *Tb6 dore of Aancreon, bearing a. letter from the 
I poet to hU mistress, is met by a stranger, with whom 
' the dia1<^ue is imagined. 

The ancients made use of letter-carrjing pigeons, 

I vbra they went any distance from home , as the most 

I certain means of conveying intelligence back. That 

' lender domestic attachment, which attracts this dcli- 

nle Ihtle bird through every danger and difficulty. 

till it settles in its native nest, affords to the elegant 

ttthor of " The Pleasures of Memory" a fine and ia- 

' Uiesting exemplification of bis subject. 

T<ed by what chart, transports the timid dovo 
The wreaths of conquest, or the vows of love ; 

See the poem. Daniel Heinsius has a similar send 
JBent, speaking of Donza, who adopted this method 
|st the siege of Leyden : 

)no patriae non tendit amor ? Mandata rcferre 
Postquam hominem nequiit mitlere, misit avem. 

Fuller tells OS that, at the siege of Jerusalem, the 
jCiirtstians intercepted a letter tied to the legs of a 
re, ia which the Persian Emperor promised assist- 
to the besieged. See Fuller*8 Holy War, cai>. 
Mk. i. 
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ODE XVI* 

Tnou, whose soft and rovj hues 
Mimic form and sool iofuse ; 

* This ode and (he next may be called companion* 
pictures ; they are highly finished^ and give us an ex- 
cellent idea of the taste of the ancients in beauty. 
Franciscas Junius quotes them in his third book ** Be 
Pictura Veteram." 

This o<]e has been .imitated bj Ronsard* Giuliano 
Goselini, etc, etc. Scaliger alludes to it thus in his 
Anacreuntica : 

Oiim lempore blando, 
Litis versibus 
Candidus Ahacreon 
Quam pingeret Amicus 
Descripsit Venerim suam. 

The Teian bard, of former days, 
AttunM bis sweet descriptive lays, 
And taught the painter's hand to trace 
His fair beloved's every grace ! 

In the dialogue of CaspirBarlaeus, entitled "Ad for- 
mosa sit ducenda/' the reader will find many curious 
ideas and descriptions of beauty. 

ThoUf whose soft and rosy hues 

J\Iimicform and soul infuse;'] I have followed the 
reading of the Vatican MS. ^e/ »(• Painting is calletl 
** the rosy art," either in reference to colouring, or as 
an indefitiite epithet of excellence, from the associa- 
tion of beauty with that fiower. Salvim h^s a^opte'd 
this reading In his literal translation : 

Pella rosea artd signere. 




OBKI OF ASACKKOK- 

But ia vaia be'll bid me Sf, 
1 shall aeire bim till [ dia. 
Nererconld my plmiMi (UiUJQ 
Ruffling wiaia and cbiUinK raio, 
O'er the plains, or ia the dell. 
On tbe mountain'*. lavage snell ; 
Seeking id (be deaert wood 
Gloom; shelter, rustic food. 
Xow 1 lead a life of ease, 
Far from such retreats as these; 
Prom AnacreoDH taasd I eat 
Food delicious, viaadt sw^t ; 
Flutter o'er bis goblet's brim. 
Sip tbc foamy Trine With him. 
Fben I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre's b^uiliog sound ; 
Or, nitb gent];- fanning wingt, 
Shade tbe minstrel while he sings : 
On bis harp tboa sink in slumbeiv, 
Dreaming still of dulcet nambers ! 
Tfait is all — away — away — 
Ton hare made me waste tbe day. 
How J"? e chalter'd ! prating cTOBf 
Nerer yet did chatter so. 
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And, if paintiDgf hath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil, 
Let every little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 
Where her tresses' corly £k)w 
Darkles oVr the broir of snoir, 
Let her forehead beam to light, 
BumishM as the ivory bright 
Let her eyebrows sweetly rise 
Iq jetty arches o^er her eyes, 
Gently in a crescent gliding, 
Just commingling, just dividing. 
But hast thou any sparkles warm. 
The lightning of her eyes to form ? 
Let them effuse the azure ray 
Wliich with Minerva's glances play, 
And give them all that liquid fire 
That Venus' languid eyes respire. 

Andf if painting hath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil, etc.] Thus PhiIos< 
tratus, speaking of a picture : tTretnu Kctt <roK tv/pt- 

ia/uiK. " 1 admire the dewiness of these roses, and 
could sa J that their very smell was painted.*' 

And gives them all that liquid Jire 

That Venus* languid eyes respire.] Marchetti ex- 
plains thus the vyfov of the original : 

Dipingili umidctti 

TremuH o lasciretti, 

* 
Quai gli ha Ciprigna I* aIo» Dea d* Amore. 

TaMo has painted in the same manner the eye oi 

Armida, as La Fosse remarks : 
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O^er her noee and cheek be shed 
FlushiDg white and mellowM red ; 
Gradual tints, as when there glows 
la snowj milk the bashful rose. 
Then her lip, so rich in blisses ! 
Sweet petitioner for kisses ! 

Qaal raggi in onda 1« scintilla on riso 
Megli nmidi oiccbi tremulo e laacivo. 

Within her humid melting ejes 
A brilliant ray of laughter lies. 
Soft as the broken solar beam. 
That trembles in the azure stream. 

The mingled expression of dignity and tenderness, 
which Anacreon requires the painter to infuse into the 
eyes t>f his mistress, is more amply described in the 
subseqnent ode. Both descriptions are so exquisitely 
tOQcbed, that the artist must have been great indeed) 
if he did not yield in painting to the poet 

Gradual tintSt as when there glows 

In snowy milk the bashful rose.] Thus Properitus, 
el^. 3. Kb. ii. 

Utque rosse puro lacte natant folia. 
And Devenant, in a little poem called "The Mis- 
tress," 

Catch, as it falls, the Scythian snow. 
Bring blushing roses steepM in milk. 

Thus too Taygetus : 

Quae lac atque rosas vincis candore rubenti. 
These last words may perhaps defend the " flushing 
white" of the translation. 

Then her Up^so rich iti blisses! 

Sweet petitioner for kisses I] The ** lip, provoking 
kisses," in the original, is a strong and beautiful ex 



70 OJDJCS OF ANACREON. 

Pouting nest of bland persuasion, 
Ripely suing Love's invasion. 
Ttien beneath the velvet chin> 
Whose dimple shades a love within, 
Mould her neck with grace descending, 
In a heaven of beauty ending ; 
"While airy charms, above, below. 
Sport and flutter on its snow. 



pression. Achilles Talus speaks of ^uhn fitetxBetKx 
as-pos rtt (ptKtifAATAf " Lips soft and delicate for kiss- 
ing.^* A grave old commentator, Diooysius I^mbi- 
nus, in his notes upon Lucretius, tells us, with all the. 
authority of experience, that girls who have large lips 
kiss infinitely sweeter than others I " Suavius viros 
osculantur puellse labiossp, quam qus sunt brevibus 
labris/' And ^neas Sylvius, in his tedious uninte- 
resting stor}- of the adulterous loves of Euryalos and 
Lucretia, where he particularizes the beauties of the 
heroine (in a very false and laboured style of latinity,) 
describes her lips as exquisitely adapted for biUng. 
** Os parvum decensque, labia corallini coloris ad 
morsum aptissima." Epist. 114. lib« i. 

Then beneath the velvet chin. 
Whose dimple shades a love toifhinf etc] Madame 
Dacicr has quoted here two pretty lines of Varro : 

Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrant molUtudinem. 

In her chin is a delicate dimple. 
By the finger of Cupid^prett ; 

There Sofuiess, bewiCcbingly simple, 
Has chosen her innocent nes^. 
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a floating, lucidTveil, 
ler limbs, but not conceal ; 
ma J peep, a hue may beam, 
e the rest to Fancy ^ dream. 
-Uis she ! His all I seek ; 
it lires, it soon will speak J 



ODE XVII.* 

, with all thy pencil's truth, 
Bathyllus, lovely youth I 
lir, in lapses bright, 
streaming rays of light ; 

a floating f lucid veil 

her limbst but not conceal, etc.] This deli- 
description, which leaves imagination te 
16 picture, has been seldom adopted in (be 
>f this beautiful poem. Ronsard is excep- 
Aute ; and Politianus, in his charming por- 
;irl, full of rich and exquisite diction, ha3 
3il rather too much. The ** questo che tu 
' should be always left to fancy, 
ader, who wishes to acquire an accurate 
judgment of the ancients in beauty, will 
I by consulting Junius de Fictura Veterum, 
(er, third book, where he will find a very 
ection of descriptions and epithets of per* 
ctions ; he compares this ode with a de- 
f Theodoric, king of the Goths, in the stj,- 
e, first book of Sidonius Appollinaris. 
air in lapses bright, 

! streaming rays of light ; etc.] Here he 
be sunny hair, the *' flavd coma,*-* which th^ 
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And there the raren^ die confuse 
With the yellow sunbeam^s hues. 
Let not the braid, mth artful twine, 
The flowing of bis locks confine ; 
But loosen every gulden ring. 
To float upon the breeze's wing. 
Beneath the front of polished glow, 
Front, as fair as mountain-snow, 
And guileless as the dews of dawn, 
Let the majestic brows be drawn, 
Of ebon dies, enrichM by gold, 
Such as the scaly snakes unfold, 
Mingle in his jetty glances, 
Power that awes, and love that trances ; 

ancients so much admired. The Romans gave 
colour artificially lo their hair. See Stanisl. Kol 
zjk do Luxu Romanomm. 

Let not the braid^ with artful twine, etc.] II 
qriginal here, which is particularly beautiful, can 
mit of any additional valae, that value is conferre 
by Gray*8 admiration of it. See his letters to We 

Some annotators have quoted on this passage 
description of Photis^s hair in Apuleius ; but not 
9an be more distant from the simplicity at our p 
manner, than that affectation of richness which di 
guishes the style of Apuleius. 

Front as fair as mowUain-moWf 

And guileless as the dews qf daiwnf etc.] Toi 
tius, upon the words " insignem (eoui fronte,*^ ii 
thirty-third ode of the first book of Horace, is of 
nion that ** tenui*' bears the meaning of fltr«^sy h 
but he is certainly incorrect 

Mingle in his jetty gUrnds, 

Power that awes, and love Utat trances ; etc.] T 
g^rei a sihiilat character to (he eyes ef C3onada : 
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Steal from Venus bland deaire, 
Steal from Mars the look of fire. 
Blend them in such expression here, 
That we by turns may hope and fear ! 
Now from the sunny apple seek 
The velvet down that spreads his cheek ; 
And there let Beauty^s rosy ray 
In flying blushes richly play ; 
Blushes, of that celestial flame 
Which Ijjghts the cheek of virgin shame. 
Then for his lips, that ripely gem — 
But let thy mind iros^ne them ! 



^ar gli occhi, e Iblgorar gli sguardi 
Dolci OS 1' ira. 

Her eyes were glowing with a heaveDly beatt 
Emaoing fire, aad e'en in anger iweet ! 

The poetess Verooica Cambara is more diffuse upon 
this r^ety of expression : 

Oschi Jncenti e belli 

CoBM ester poo ch* in ua medesmo istante 

liascao de foi si nove fonne et tante ? 

Lieti, inestitSaperbi, humil' alteri 

Vi luostnte in un panto, ondi di speme, 

Rt di timor de empiete, etc. etc. 

Oh ! tell me, brightly-beaming eye, 
Whence in your little orbit lie 
So many different traits of fire, * 

Expressing each a new desire. 
IVow with angry scorn you darkle. 
Now with tender anguish sparkle, 
And we who view the Tarion^ mirror, 
Feel at once both liope and terror. 
Vol. IV. 4 




Paint, nhers the niby celt uncloses. 
Persuasion sleeping' upon rosea ; 
AnJ gire hia lip tbat speahiDg air. 
As if a irord was hovering tbere ! 
Ula neck of ivory splendour (race. 
Moulded with aoft bul manly grace ; 
Fair as the neck of Pipbia'a boy, 
Where Papbia'a emu hare hung is joy. 
Give bim the winged Hermes' hand 
With whicb he ireavet bis snaky wand ; 

MoniieiiT ChivreiD, cliiog the ]iB« af our poet, in 
hia critique on Ihe paem> or Malherbe. praducel B 

had leeD, enlilled " Joan ralcuaii AaBeraoDlica 
Lusua." 

PerniaiioTt aletping ujMin rnaa;] It nu worlhjof 
dis <lelicBle iDiiginBlioD of the Greeks 10 de'iff Per- 
suuion, and give her Ihe lipsfar her throne. We are 
here remiaded of a very inleresliog fragmeal of Ana- 
I'reoD, preutved by (be scholiaal upon Piiutar, and. 
iuppoaed to belong to a poem re6«ciiog wilh aonie le- 
thal ever made a hireling of hia mum. 

Oci^ afyvfa est* ida/i-fi Ilufla. 
Kar yet bad fair penuaiion ihone 

J]nd gave hi) lip thai flaking air, 

Aiif afi^u-dmialiorcringlhere.'] In IhcDriginal 
h^Kat nam. The miitreis of Pelnch"partBCon 
■ilenlio," which ia pochapi Iha but melhod of female 
cloq»nca. 

Gicc him tkt mngti Htrmes' hani, (ie.] In Sbak- 
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Let Bacchus then the breast supply, 
And Leda^s son the sinewy thigh, 
But oh ! suffuse his limbs of fire 
With all that glow of young desire, 
Which kindles, when the wishful sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious, why. 
Thy pencil, though divinely bright, 
Is envious of the eye^s delight, 
Or its enamour' d touch would show 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow, 
Which now in veiling shadow lies, 
RemovM from all but Fancy's eyes. 

speare^a CymbeUne there is a similar method of de- 
scription : 

this is his hand, 

His foot mercurial, the martial thigh. 
The brawns of Hercules. 
We find it likewise in Hamlet. Longepierre thinks 
■tiiat the bands of Mercury are selected by Anacreon^ 
«D account^of the graceful gestures which were sup- 
.pooed to characterize the god of eloquence ; but Mer- 
cury was also the patron of thieves, and may perhaps 
b^ praised as a light fingered deity. 
But oh/ suffuse fiis limbs of fire 
With aU that glow of young desire, etc.] I hare 
taken the liberty here of somewhat veiHng the original. 
Madame Dacicr, in her translation, has hung out lights 
(as Sterne would call it) at this passage. It is very 
. much to be regretted that this substitution of asterisks 
has been so much adopted in the popular interpreta- 
tioos of the Classics ; it serves but to bring whatever 
is exceptionable into notice, " claramque facem prw- 
£erce pudendis." 
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Noir, for bis feet— bat hold— forbear^** 
1 see a gfodlike portrait there ; 
So like Bathjllas insure thereof none 
So like Bathyilus bat the Sua ! 
Oh! let this pictor'd god be mine, 
An J keep the boy for Samos' shrine; 
Fhcebus shall then BathyUus be, 
Bathyllas then the deity ! 



ODE XVIII.* 

Now the star of day is high, 

Fly, my girls, in pity fly, 
Bring me wine ia brimming urns, 
Cool my lip, it burns, it burns I 

But hold^jforbear — 

I see a godlike portrait there /] This is v^fjr spirited, 
bat it requires explanation. While (he artiat i« pur- 
suing (he portrait of Bathyllas, Aoacreoo, we must 
suppose, lurm ronnd and sees a picture of A-pello, 
which was intended for an altar at Samos ; he mttanily 
tolls the painter to cease his woi^; that tbis pictore 
will serve for Bathyilus; and (bat, when be goes to 
Sainos, he may malce an Apollo of the portrait of (he 
&oy lie had began. 

*^ Bathyilus (says Madame Dacier) could not be 
inore elegantly praised, and this one passage does him 
more honour than the statue, howefer beautiful it might 
Oo, which Polycrates raised to him.** 

* An elegant translation of this ode may be foand ki 
Hamler*« Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. y. p. 403. Degen. 

Bring me wine in brimming vmf, ete.] Orig. 
'Tiitv Af*Ort. *» The amystis was a method of drinli- 
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SannM by the meridian fire, 
Pantingf, languid, I empire ! 
Give me all those hmmd fk>wer«, 
Drop them o^er my brow in showers. 

ing UMd among the Thracians. Thus Horace, * Tbre^ 
tciil vincat am} slide.*** Mad. Dacier, Loiq;«pierre} 
etc. etc. 

Parrhasiuf, is his twenty.siiili epistle (Tbeeeor. 
Critic vol- i ) explains the aniyHtis a» a draught to be 
exhausted without drawing hrfath, **uao hausta ** A 
note in the maif in nt thi8 epistle of Parrhasinv says, 
•* Politianas vestem esse pntabat,'* but I cannot find 
where 

Give m$ all those humid Jtcwers^ e<c } By the ori- 
ginMl reading of this line. fh«' poet ta>8, **Gitre me the 
flower of wine** — Dale flocculus L>8S, as it it io the 
version of Elias Andreas ; and 

Deh ijorgetimi del fiore 

Di quel almo e buuo liquore 

as Refcnier has it, who supports the readii^. AySoc 
would undoubtedly bear thiti application, which is 
somt*whai Mmilar to its import in the epif^ram of Sirno* 
oidei* upon boptiot les : 

Attd flos lo ibe Latin i.t irequeniijf applied in this man* 
oer— thus i'ethtgu* is tailed b) kiinins, Flo» inlibatuf 
popah. snadaeque medulla, ** 1 he imniacuiate flower 
of Ibe people, and he very njarrow ot per»uasion,** in 
those verses cited b> Auius GeliiUM, lib. xii. which 
Cic ro praised, and beneca ihouKbi ridiculous. 

But in Hie paiMLe i>e^re ai», if we admit tttMfm^ 
according to i''at>er*s cotijecture, the sense is suffix 
eieatly dcari end we need not have recourse to refine* 
meats. 
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Scarce a breathiDgf chaplet now 

Lives upon mj feverish brow ; 

Every dewy rose 1 wear 

Sheds its tears, and withers there. 

But for you ray burning mind! 

Oh ! what shelter shall 1 find f •" 

Can the bowl, or flowret^s dew, 

Cool the florae that scorches you ? 

Every dewy rose I toear 

Sheds its tears, and withers there.] There are 8om< 
beautiful lines, by A-ngerianus, upon a garland, whicl^ 
r cannot resist quoting here : 

a 

Ante fores madidae sic aic pendele coroUse, 
Mane orto imponet Cailia vgns capiti ; 
At quum per niveam cervicein influxerit humor, 
Dicite, non roris sed pluvia haec lacriraae. 

By Celiacs arbour all the night 

Hang, humid wreath, the lover's vow; 
And haply, at the morning light. 

My love shall twine thee round her brow. 
Then if upon her bosom bright 

Some drops of dew shall fall from thee. 
Tell her, they are not drops of oight. 

But tears of sorrow shed by me ! 

In the poem of Mr. Sheridan's, ** Uncouth is thu 
moss covered g^tio of st(Mie," there is an idea vei^ 
singularly coincident with this of Angeriamis, in thi 
stanza which begins. 

And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may'st preserve. 

But for you my bummgmimd! etc.] The traositkiB 
here is peculiarly delicate and impassioned ; but the 
commentators have perplexed the aeotimeat by i 
{:ariety of readings and coojectores* 
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ODE XIX. 

Here* recline you, gentle maid, 
Sweet is this imbow^ering shade ; 
Sweet the young*, the modest trees, 
Ruffled by the kissing breeze ; 

* The descriptioD of this bower is so natural an(^ 
animated, that we cannot help feeling a degree of 
coolnf»s3 and freshness while we read it. Longepii rre 
ha$> quoted from the first book of the ABthologia, the 
following epigram, as somewhat resembling this ode : 

"Bp^tQ Jtflti jtatT* i/uav i^tv <vitvv, a to /uiKt^^ov 

Hittf i^N/Ufiiiatlc vTVOf etyu KXXci/uiote, 

Come sit by the shadowy pine 

That covers my sylvan retreat ; 
And see how the branches incline 

The breathing of zephyr to meet. 

•See the fountain, that, flowing, diffuses 

Around me a glittering spray ; 
By its brink as the traveller muses, 

I sooth him to sleep with m^r lay ! 

' Itere recline you, gentle nuUdt etc.] The Vatican 
MS. reads /Sot6t/AX«, which renders the whole poem 
metaphorical. Some conHnentatur suggests the read- 
ing oi 0ABuKK9Vf which makes a pun upon the name ; 
a grace thai h'Uto hmiself ha^t condescended to in 
wriung ot his boy ar«{. See the epij^ram of this phi ' 
lo^pher, which I quote on the twenty second ode. 
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Sweet the little founts that weep, 
LulJiDg' bland the mind to sleep ; 
Hark ! ihey whisper as they roll, 
Calm persuasion to the soul ; 
Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a stillj scene of bliss ? 
Who, my girl, would pass it bj .^ 
Purely neither you nor I ! 

There is another epigram by this philotopher, pre- 
served in Laeriius, which turns upon the same word : 

A rug -wjif/uiF txat/uwfc «< jmot^t f I/moc ^'^'' 

In lite thou wert my moruing-star, 

But now that death has ttoPn thy light, 

Alas (hou shiiiest dim and far, 
Like the pale beam thai weeps at night 

In the Veneres bl^enburgtcsp, under the head of 
*' aliusiones,'* we find a number ot such frigid conceits 
upon names, selected trom ihe poets of the middle 

ages. 

JVhOf my girt, wouldpass it by ? 

Surely neither you nor I /] What a finish be gives 
to the picture by Uie simple eiclematiou of the origi- 
nal i In these delicate turns he is iuiniitable i a»id ycf^ 
hear what a Fr nch trauslatoi sayb on the passafi: 
** This conclusion appeared to me too trtflmg ^An 
fciicb a description, and i thought proper toadd lOBie^ 
what to the strength ot the original." 
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ODE XX. 

One* day, the Muses twinM the batids 
Of baby Lore, with flowery bands ; 

* By this allegory of the Muses making Cupid the 
prisoner of Beaat^, Anacreon seem* to iqiiaoafe (he 
softening influence which a calttvation of pbetry has 
over the mind, in making it peculiarly susceptible to 
the imprvMsions of beauty. 

Though in the following epigram, by the philosopher 
Plato, which is found in (he third book of Diogenes 
Laertins, the Muses are made to disavow all the iu« 
flaence of Lo?e. 

'A Kvwfif MftrflCio-f, rttv ««^«riat A^foiireiv 

*Ai Mvr<t< 4r«Ti Kvr^iy. Aftt ret vn/AVK* ravrtt 
'Hfitif H i^rrAvtti ruro to irtn^a-ptoi* 

** Yield to my gentle power, PariiHeisian maids ;** 
Tbu9 to the Muses spoke the Queen of Charms—* 

"Or Lore shall flutter in your classic shades. 
And make your grove the camp of Paphian arms ! 



n 



*' No," said the virgins of the tuneful bower, 
** We scorn thine own and all thy urchin's art ! 

TbcNigh Mars has trembled at the infant's power, 
Bir shaft is pointless o'er a Muse's heart !" 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Guidi, the thought 
of which was suggested by this ode. 

Scherzava dentro all' anree chiorae Amore 

Dell' alma donna dclla vita mia : 
£ tanta era il piacer t h* ei tie M-ntia, 

Che non sapea, n6 rolea uscime foi>e. 
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^Ynd to celestial Beauty ga^e 
The captive infant as her slave. 
His mother comes with many a toy, 
To I'ansom her beloved boy ; 
His mother sues, but all in vain ! 
He ne^er will leave his chains again. 

Quando ecco ivi annodar si senle il core, 
SI, cbe per forza anror convien che stia : 

Tai lacci aUa beltate orditi avia 

Del crespo crio, per farsi eterno onore. 

Oade ofifre iafiu dal ciel deg^na mcrcede, 
A chi scioglie il figliuol la bella dea 
Da tanti nodi, in ch^ ella stretto il vedc. 

Ma ei vinto a due occhi V arrae cede : 
Et t^ affatichi indarno, Citerea ; 
Che 8^ altri '1 scioglie. egli a legar si riede. 

I.ove, wanderin<^ through the golden maze 

Of my bcloved*8 hair, 
Trac'd every lock with fond delays, 

And, doating, lingerM there. 

And soon he found Uwere vain to fly. 

His heart was close confined ; 
And every curiet was a tie, 

A chain by Beauty twin'd. 

IVow Venus seeks her boy's release, 

With ransom from above : 
But, Venus I let thy efforts cease, 

For Love's the slave of love. 
And, should we loose his golden cbain^ 
The prisoner would return again ! 

His mother comeSf toitk many a toy. 

To rarf9om her bdoved boy ,- etc.] Venus thus pro 
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I 

Nay, should they take his chains away, 
The little captive still would stay, 
"If this,'^ he cries, " a bondage be, 
"Who could wish for liberty ?'* 

claims the reward for her fugitive child in the £rst idjt 
of Moschas : 

*0 /uoivurttc ytpett if i/, 
Mi0-dor TO/, TO ^iKcL/AA TO YLvTr^iiof «v ^ ttyxyiif 
fif 

OV yVfJLIOlf TO (^tXttfJtet, TV cT' • ffVf, KAt fTKUf 

On him who the haunts of my Cupid can show, 
A kiss of the teoderest stamp I'll bestow ; 
But he, who can brins^ me the wanderer here, 
Shall have something more rapturous, something; 
more dear. 

This " something more dear*' is the quidquid post oscu- 
la dnlce of Secundus. 

After this ode, there follow in the Vatican MS. these 
extraordinary lines : 

JltvJ'dL^IKOV TO cTf /mot f4*\0S 

"^uyKt^etrAc ric iy^^ot 

Tat T^tet Tdtt/Tae fJiOt Soxil 
KflCi (^0¥ua-OQ iia-txBuv 

Kett stUTOC E^OfC KAf 9irt*tf» 

Theie lines, which appear to me to have at little 
sense as metre, are most probably the interpolatioa of 
(he transcriber. 
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ODE XXI • 

Observe when mother earth is dry, 
She drinks the droppings of the sky ; 
And then the dewy cordial g^ves 
To ev'ry thirsty plant that liyes. 

* The commentators who have endeavoured to tli 
the chains of precision over the spirit of this l>eau 
trifle, require too much from Anacreontic philoso 
IVIoiisieur Gail very wisely thinks that the poet use: 
epithet /u«Xfliiy», because, black earth absorbs mois 
(nore quickly than any other ; and accordingly Ih 
dulses us with an experimental disqaisition on the 
jcct. See Gail*8 note9. 

One of the Capilapi has imitated this ode, in «ll 
taph on a drunkard : , 

Dum vixi sme fine bibi, sic imbrifer arcus 
Sic tellus pluvias sole perusta bibit 

Sic bibit atisido^ fontes et flumina PontuSf 
Sic semper aiitiriis Sol maris haurit aquas. 

Ne te igitur jactes pluH me. Silene, bibisse ; 
Et mihi da victas fu quoque, Bacche. manna. 

Hippolytus Capilupas. 

While life was mine, the little hour 
In drinking stil{ unvaried flew ; 

I drank as earth imbibes the shower. 
Or as the rainbow drinks the dew ; 

As ocean qua£& the rivers up. 
Or flui^hint; sun inhales the sea : 

Silenus trembled ai my cup, 
And Bacchus was outdone by mc i 



The vaponrs which at evening weep, 

Are beyerage to the swelliog deep ; 

And when the rosy son appears, 

He drinks the oceaii^ misty tears. 

The moon too qaaffs her paly stream 

Of lustre, from the soiar beam. 

Then, hence with all year sober thinking ! 
^ Since Nature's holy law is drinking ; 
I ru make the laws of nature mine, 

And pledge the omverse in wine ! 



ODE XXII.» 

Ths Phrygian rock, that braves (he storm, 
Was once a weeping matron's form ; 
And Progne, hapless, frantic maid, 
Is now a Bwallow in the shade. 

I cannot omit citing Chose remarkable Haes of Shak- 
spetre, where the thoughts of (he ode are preserved 
with such striking similitude : 

TIUOK, ACT IV. 

J ni example you with thievery. 

The sua*s a thief, aud with his great attractioo 
Robs the vast sea. The moou*0 an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun. 
The 8ea*8 a thief, whose Uqoid surge resolves 
The mounds iuto salt tears. The earth^s a thief, 
That feeds, and breeds by a composture etorn 
from general eicreuients. 

* Ogilvie, in his filssay on the Lyric Poetry of the 
Aticicats, in r^markin^ upon the (Xdes of Anacreonj 
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Oh ! that a mirror^s form were mine, 
To sparkle with- that smile divine; 
And like my heart 1 then should be, 
Keflecting thee, and only thee ! 
Or were I, love, the robe which flows 
O'er every charm that secret glows, 

says, '* In some of his fueces there is exuberance and 
even wUdness of imagination; in that particularly, 
which is addressed to a young girl, where he wishes 
alternately to be transformed to a mirror, a coat, a 
stream, a bracelet, and a pair of shoes, for the dif- 
ferent purposes which he recites ; this is mere sport 
and wantonness/* 

It is the wantonness however of a very graceful 
Muse ; ludit amabiiiter. Tke compliment of this ode 
is exquisitely delicate, and so singular for the period 
in which Auacreon lived, when the scale of love had 
not yet been graduated into all its little progressive 
refinements, that if we are inclined to question the 
authenticity of the poem, we should find a much 
more plausible argument in the features of modem 
gallantry which it bears, than in any of those fasti- 
dious conjectures upon which some commentators 
have presumed so far. Degen thinks it spurious, and 
De Pauw pronounces it to be miserable. Longepierre 
and Barnes refer us to several imitations of this ode 
from which I shall only select an epigram of Dio* 
nysius : 

2T«di« yv/xveta-ttif^ mat fit vnoitM, KaCDtg. 
EtBt gocToy ytvofJinv droTrof^vpoy^ o^^tt fit X*f^^ 
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In many a lucid fold to swim, 
And cling' and grow to every limb ! 
Oh ! could 1, as the streamlet^s wave, 
Thy warmly-mellowing beauties lave. 
Or float as perfume on thine hair. 
And breathe my soul in fragrance there ! 

I wish I could like zephyr steal 

To wanton o'er thy mazy vest ; * 

And thoa wouldst ope thy bosom veil, 

And take mc panting to thy breast ! 

I wish I might a rose>bud grow, 

And thou wouldst call me from the bower, 

And place me on that brv>A8t of snow. 
Where I should bloom a wintry flower. 

I wish I were the lily's leaf, 
■ To fade upon that bosoiii warm ; 
There 1 should wither, pale and brief. 
The trophy of thy fairer form ! 

AUow me to add, (hat Plato has expressed as faaci 
fal a wish in a distich preserved by La«rtiu8 : 

ATtptte 919'ttBfuei Ao-ti^ *f*^^i <'^* yiyoiftny 

OvfAfOfy flip VOWGte OfAfAAO-tV Ug 0*1 $Kt^U. 

TO STELLA. 

Why dost thou gaze upon the sky ? 

Oh ! that I were that spangled sphere, 
And every star should be an eye. 

To wander on (by beauties here ! 

A puleius quotes this epigram of the divine philosQ- 
^her, to justify himself for his verses in Critias and 
Charinus. See his Apolog}', where he also addurcs 
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t wish I were the zone, that lies 
Warm to thy breast, and feels its sighs I 
Or like those envious pearls that show 
So faintly round that neck of soow^ 
Yes, I would be a happy gem^ 
Like them to hang*, to fade like them. 
What more would thy Auacreon be f 
Oh ! any thing that touches thee. 
Nay, sandals for those airy feet — 
Thus to be pressM by thee were sweet I 

the example of Anacreon ; ** Fecero tatnen et alii 
talia, et si tos ignoraiis, apad Gnecos Teius quidom/' 
etc. etc. 

/ wish I were iht zone^ that lies 

Warm to thy breast^ and feels its sighs "[ This 
<r±ntn vras a riband, or band, called by the Romans 
fascia and etrophium, which the women wore for the 
purpose of restraining the exuberance of the bosom* 
ViJe PoUqc. Oaomaot. Thus Martial : 

Fasci& crescente? dominai composce papillas. 

The women of Greece not only wore this zone, but 
' oiidemned themselves to fasting, and made use of 
certain drugs and powders &>r the same parpoae. To 
these expedients they were compelled, in consequence 
of their inelegant fashions of compressing the waist 
iato a very narrow compass, which necessarily caused 
an excessive tomidity in the bosom. See Di^scorides, 
lib. V. 

J\'*ay, sandals Jbr those airy feet — 

2^hiM to be pressed by thee were sweet !] The so- 
phist Philcsirattts, in one of his lore letters, has bor* 
rowed this th^d^ht; 4 a/iroi tat^d'ts* et xtwc tXfv^ 
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ODE XIIL* 

I OFTEN wish this hiD^id lyre. 
This warbler of my souPs desire, 
Could raise tbe breath of song sublime, 
To meD of fame, in former time. 
But wheo the soaring theme 1 try. 
Along the chords roy numbers die. 
And whisper, with dissolving tone, 
'< Our sighs are given to love alone !^^ 

jBf^oc • Tfio-tuSai fxotv ryu ««/ /aaila^ios iter 
TrtLVMO't'ri /uf • ** Oh lovely feet ! oh excellent beaaty i 
oh! thrice and blessed should I be, ifjou would but 
Iread oa nie !** In Shakspeare, Romeo desires to b« 
a glove : 

Oh ! that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might kiss (hat cheek ! 

And, in his Passionate Pilgrim, we meet with an idea 
«oiiiewbat like (hat of the thirteenth line : 

He, npying her, bounced in, where as he stood, 
** O Jove !" qnoth she, ** why was not I a flood ?'* 

* This ode is first in lh« series of all the editions, 
and is thought to be peculiarly designed as an intrO' 
dttction to the rest ; it however charflcterices the 
genius of the Teian but very inadequately, as wine, 
the burden of his lays, is not even mentioned in it« 

cum muKo Venerem confandere mero 

Prccepil Lyrici TeiaMusa senis. Ovid. 

4 * 
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fndigfDant at the feeble lay, 
I tore the panting chords away, 
AttnnM them to a nobler awellt 
And struck again the breathing ibell ; 
In all the glow of epic fire. 
To Hercules i wake the lyre ! 
But still it<i fainting sighs repeat, 
*< The tale of lore akme is sweet !^' 
Then fare thee well seductive dream, 
That raad'st me fdlow Glwy^ theme ; 

The twenty-sixth Ode, fv fin \§yis <r« 9iC»;, 
might with as much propriety, be the harbinger of his 
songs. 

Bion has expressed the sentiments of the ode beibre 
us with much simplicity in his fourth id/I. I have 
given it rather paraphrasUcally ; it has been so frs- 
quentfy translated, that I could not otherwise avoid 
triteness and repetitoo. 

In aU the glow <if epic fire, 

To Hercules I wake the lyre /] Madame Dacier 
generally translates xvgw into a lute, which I bsliere 
is rathsr inaccurate. ** D*expliqaer la lyre des so. 
ciens (says Monsieur Sorel) par un luth, e'iest igacN 
rer la difi^rence qu'il y a entre ces deux instmiiutiis 
de mnsique.** Biblioth^ue Fran^aise. 

But still its fainting eigl^ repeatt 

«» The taie qf love alone %» noeet /*'] The wwU 
ctyrt^yci in the original, may imply that Mad of 
musical dialogue practised by the ancienta, ia wfakji^ 
the lyre was made to respond !to the questicNiB pros. 
posed by the singer. This was a method whidi 
Sappho u^d, as we are told by HermogeaeS: 
" STflty <r«y ^v^«v tftttik 2it;r^ai tuLt sTicy tfinrs. 
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For thou my lyre, and thou nij heart, 
Shall never more io spirit part ; 
Aod thou the flame shalt feel as well 
As thou the flame shalt sweetly tell ! 



ODE XXIV.* 

To all that breathe the airs of heaven, 
Some boon of strength has Nature given. 

* Henry Stephen has imitate<l (he idea of this ode 
in the following liue«> of one of his poems : 

Provida dat cunctis Natura animantibus arina* 
Et tiua ftemineuiii possidet arma ^enus, 

UngulSique ul defendit equum, atque ut cornua taurum, 
Armata est forma faemina puichra sua. 

And' the sancie thought occurs in those lines, spoken 
by Coriitca in Pastor Fido : 

Oosi noi la beilezza 

Che *% vertu nostra cosi propria, come 

La forza del Icone 

£ 1* ingegno de I* huomo. 

The lion boasts his savage powers, 
And lordly man his titren^th of mind; 

But beauty's charm is solely ours. 
Peculiar boon, by Heaven assigned ! 

'* An elegant explication of the beauties of this ode 
(says Oegen) may be found in Grimm en dcQ Aa- 
inerkk. Veber eioige Oden «les Aoakr.** 
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When tbe majestio biAl was horn, 
She fenc\] his broir wini wreathed bont^ 
She armM the coitrsei^s foot erf air, 
And winged with speed the panting hare. 
She gave the lion faDg;s of terror, 
And on the oceao^s crystal mirror. 
Taught the unnumberM scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along ; 
While for the umbrage of the grove. 
She plumTd the warbling world of love. 
To man she gave the flame refinVI , 
The spark of heav*o — a thinking mind ! 
And had she no surpassing treasure. 
For thee, oh woman \ child of pleasure ? 
She gave thee beauty — shaft of eyes. 
That every shaft of war ontflies I 

To man she gnve the flame rtfin'df 

2%c spark of heaven — a thinking mind /] In mf 
first attempt to transiatp this ode, I had roferpreted 
fpovHfAst, -.vith Baxter and Barnes, as implying coi- 
ra:;e and military virtae ; but f do not think that th-3 
gallantry of the. idea sufl^.n by the import wMch f 
have now given to it. For, why need we consider 
this posses«ion of wisdom as exclutive P and in truth, 
as the design of \nacreoii \» to estimate the treasure 
of beauty, above all the rest which Nature has distri- 
buted, it is perhaps even reltniog upon ttie deticacy of 
the compliment, to prefer the radiance of female 
charms to the cold illaniination of wisdom aad prtl^ 
dence ; and to think that woniBD*s eyes are 

ihe books, the acadeinieSf 

From whence doth tf|ffiag Uw true ProoMthiaii &n^ 
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She gave thee beauty — blush of fire, 
That bids the flame of war retire ! 
Woman ! be fair, we must adore thee ; 
Smile, and a world is weak before tbee ! 



ODE XXV.* 

Once in each revolving year, 
Gentle bird we find thee here. 

She gave thee beauty — shaj't of eyes, 

That every <haft of war outfties !] Thas Achilles 
Tatius : xet^Xoc o^uttpov TttpocTxu jdiXtr? xttt ^la, 
rretv o<pBAKtxm* wc rn? -^u^nv xttroLppu^ 0^9«ex- 
/A6t ya.1 iJ'oc tp»rtK» rpttvjuctri, ** Beauty wounds 
more swit'ti}' than (he arrow, and passes through the 
eye to Oio very fluul ; for the eye is the inlet to the 
wounds of love."" 

Woman ! befa^r^ we must adore thee ; 

Smile f and a world is weak before thee!] Lonrge- 
pierreN remark hf^-e w very ingenious : ** The Ro- 
mnns," savs he, ** were so convinced of the power of 
beauty, that they u^ed a word implying strength in the 
place of the epithet beautiiVil. Thus Plantus, act ^ 
scene 2, Bacchid. 

Sed Bacchis etiam fortis tibi visa. 
* Fortis, id est forrnosa,V8ay Servius and NoniaB.** 

* Thifris another ode addressed to the swallow. AU 
berti has imitated both in one poem, beginning 
Perch *io pianga al too canto 
BondineUa importana, etc. 
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When Nature wears her sufnmer-Test, 

Thou com^ to weaye thy simple nest; 

But when the chilling h inter lowers. 

Again thou seek^st the genial bowers 

Of Memphis, or the shores of Nile, 

Where sunnv hours of verdure smile. 

And thus thy wing of freedom roves, 

Alas ! unlike the plumed loves. 

That linger in this hapless breast. 

And never, never change their nest ! 

Still every year, and all the year, 

A flight of loves engender here ; 

And some their infant plumage try, 

And on a tender winglet fly ; 

While in the shell, impregn'd with fires. 

Cluster a thousand more desires ; , 

Alas! unlike the plumed lovesy 

That linger in this hapless breast. 

And never y never change theiir nest,'] Tbas Love is 
represented as a bird, in an epigram cited by Loi^- 
pierre from the Anthologia : 

Aiu fxot iuvit juttv «r vcto-iv nx^f ifie$mosy 

O/ufAA S'i Ttyfi ^arobotc to yAVXv ^etzftt *ptftl» 

OvcT » fu( cu ^iyyos *Koifjii9'%v^ olkk vn-e ^/a.t^i 
H<r« «•» KpeL^tM yvetroe «inr« ti/t^c. 

Q. o-Tdtvo/, fiH Jtttt tf'OT* iptitvaff-^eu fJta *^m*rH 
OtSctT^j AiroirmfAt i^ uH"* oo-pr trj^yvrM^ 

'Tis love that marmnrs in mj breast. 
And makes me shed the secret tear; 

jVor day nor night my heart has rest, 
JFor night and day his voice. I hjBVt 
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Some from*4beir tinj prisons peeping'. 
And some in formless embryo sleeping', 
My bosom, like the vernal groves, 
Kesouods with little warbling loves ; 
One urchin imps the other's feather, 
Then twin-desires they wing together, 
And still as they have learnM to soar, 
The wanton babies teem with more. 
But is there then no kindly art, 
To chase these cupids from my heart f 
No, no ! I fear, alas ! 1 fear 
They will for ever nestle here ! 



ODE XXVI. 



*i 



Tht harp may sing of Troy's alarms, 
Or tell the tale of Tlieban arms ; 
With other wars my song shall burn, 
For other wounds my harp shall mourn. 

A wound within my heart I find, 

And oh ! *Us plain where love has been ; 

For still he leaver a wound behind, 
Such as within my heart is seen. , 

Oh bird of love ! with song so drear. 

Make not my soul the nest of pain ; 
Oh I let the wing which brought thee here^ 

In pity waft thee hence again I 

* " The German poet Vz has imitated this .bde.* 
Compare also Weiaise Sch«rz. Irieder. lib. jii. ^er.^r* 




Tvat not Ibe oiaatad vuntH* daM) 

Wbicbdnrnkdwommntof ay bMrti 
Nor Daval arnu, Mr awW itoad. 
Hare mad* tbU vamqAwtiM ktMMi bloed 
No— from aa^aofiiqud Umi 
AhmtofqwrerUoapidiieiv; 
And noir n^ hurt mil UeediflB Ik* 
yo#th««yJi 



Beneath Ihii anny M 



We read the Bjinff courMr'i name 
Upon hit side, in mftrki of flune ; 

A'o^Jroni an qt qf liquid blta, 

A hoti Iff ijpiiaa'i titfidijiev ;} LanpiHerni hu 
<]uoKd part or an epignun train tha Krsnth book of tiig 
Anlholi^ia, wbich hu ■ hncj KNiwltaiii|> lika Ibii : 

O* fa MMitaic. ^ 

Tcfira, Zmifj^itc t/ifttri nfvwn/iiti:. 
Archer Lore '. ChoDKh (lilj crMpJns, 
Well I knoir whara tboa dod Ifa i 
1 nw thee ihn»^ ihe cartain piepiag. 
Thai friog** Zsaophalii'* ere. 
The poeli ■bound wilh coneaiti on Iba BTdeiT nf 
ih:: fyti, bal few bare liinied Iha (hooght lo oaturall/ 
ns AiiBcreon. Ronurdgivei to IbaejeBoThiainiatrew 
" un petit camp d'emoan." 

* • Thi) ode foniu ■ part of tba pnMdu« io tba 
Vslirau MS. bol i hara eratbtmed la Iba etfiboi ia 
(r^ntlaL'iig Ihem npiwalelj.' ^ 
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JUid, by tbeir tarbaoM brows alone, 

The warriors of the East are known. 

Bat in the loyer's glowing eyes, 

llie inlet to his bosom lies ; 

Through them we see the small ftiint mark, 

Where Love has droppM his burning spark ! 

** Compare with Ais («aj8 Degcn) the poem of Rain- 
ier Wahneicben der Liebc, in Lyr. Blumenlese, lib. 
^.p. 313." 

Bui in the lover* s glowing eyes. 

The inlet to his bosom lies;] ** We cannot .«ee into 
the heart," says Madame Dacier. Cut the lover an- 
fwars — 

11 cor ne gil occbi et ne la fronte ho scrilto. 

MoDsiear La Fosse has given the following linef^, as 
enlarging <m the thought of Anacreon : 

Lortque je voifl un amant, 
II cache en vain 6on fourment, 
A le trahir tout conspire, 
Sa langueur, son embarras. 
Tout ce qu*il peut faire ou dire, 
M8me ce qu^il ne dit pas. 

In vain the lover tries to veil 

The flame which in his bosom lies ; 

Hit cheek's confusion tells the tale. 
We read it in his languid ejes; 

And though his words the heart betngr* 

Hit silence speaks e'en more than they. 



i 
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OBE XXVIII.* 

As in Ibe Lemntan caves of fire, 
The mate of ber who oursM desire, 
Moulded the glowing' steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm ; 
While Vemis ejery barb imbues 
With dropping^ of her honied dews ; 
And LoFe (alas ! the victim-hearl) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart ; 

^This ode is referred to by La Mothe le Y: 
\)'ho, 1 believe, was the author of that curioas 
work, called " Hexanieron Rustique.** He make 
of this, as well as the thirty-fifth, in his ingenioa 
indelicate explanation of Homer's cacve of theNyi 
Journ^e Qaairil^rae. 

And Love (alas! the victim-fiearl) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart ;] Thus < 
dian — 

Labunlaa gemtni foiites, hie dalcis, amarus* 
Alter, et infusis corrumpit ro^lla veneois, 
Unde Cupidiiieas arnuivil faraa sagittat. 

In Cypras*^i8le two rippling fduntains fall, 
And one wt^i honey flows, and one with gal 
In these, if we may lake the tale from hme 
llie ton of TeiiM dips his darts of flttne. 

Se^ the ninety-first emblem of Alciatas, on the 
connexion which subsists, between sweet and fc 
neas. Apes ideo panguiil (says Fetrooius) qoii 
dulce, ibi et ac'^um inrenies; 
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Once, to this Lemnian ca^e of flame, 
The crested Lord of battles came ; 
'Twas from the raoks of war he rushM, 
His spear with many a life-drop blushM I 
He saw the mystic darts, and smil?d 
Derision on the archer-child. 
^* And dost thou smile ?^^ said little Love ; 
*^ Take this dart, and thou may'st prove^ 
*^ That though they pass the breeze^s flight, 
" My bolts are not so feathery light." 
He took the shaft — and, oh ! thy look. 
Sweet Venus '. when the shaft he took — 
lie sighM, and felt the urchin^s art ; 
He sighM, in agony of heart, 
'■^ It is not light — I die with pain ! 
" Take — take thy arrow back again." 
" No," said the child, " it must not be, 
<' That little dart was made for thcc I 

The allegorical d€scriptioa of Cupid'a emplojmeut, 
'fii Horace, maj vie with thus before us ia fancy, though 
Dot in delicacy : 

Feros et Copido 
Semper ardentes acueus eagittas 
Oote craentd.. 
And Cupid, sharpening all his fiery darts. 
Upon a whetstone stainM with bloud of hearts. 

Secundus has borrowed this, but has somewhat 
softened the image by the omission of the epithet 
*• croenla." 

FMFor an ardentes acuebat cote sagittas. Cleg. t. 
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Yes—loving is a painful thrill^ 

And not to love more painful still ,• etc] Mor 
Menage, in the following Anacreontic, enforce 
necessity of loving. 

To TWtFO? T« 2flp*poFia-»«, 

Ti i*' a»w ^ooit' B^»T«f i 
Attofn fAtv fri 4»'X*^'* 

B^teJ'ffltc rfr«yf( 19010*1 

BfXNtf-iC f|A>fl^f/ 
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But surely His the if orst of pain, 
To lore and not be IotM ag^n. 

^/Mfciy »f TBTTE, 

Kiums S* MiJ'ofitfri 
Ayiitf tfimrAc n^ctf 
KAKOf tv^e/AAt TO /xitfoy 

^iKtUf Tf KCtl piKtiff'^tU 

TO PST£R DANIEL HUITT. 

Thou ! of tuneful bards the first, 
Thou ! by all* the graces nurst ; 
Friend ! each other friend above. 
Come with me, and learn to love, 
Loving is a simple lore, 
Graver men have learoM before ; 
Nay, the boast of former ages, 
Wisest of the widest sages, 
Sophroniscus* prudent son. 
Was by love*8 illusion won. 
Oh ! how heavy life would move. 
If we knew not how to love ! 
Love's a whetstone to the mind ; 
Thus *tis pointed, thus refined. 
When the soul dejected lies, 
Love can waft it to the skies; 
When in languor sleeps the heart, 
Love can wake it with liis dart ; 
When the mind is dull and dark. 
Love can light it with his spark ! 
Come, oh ! come then, let us hasle 
All the bliss of Love lo taste : 
Let us love both night and day, 
Xiet Of love our lives awa^r ! 



The pulse of social life is dead, 
And all its fonder feelings fled ! 
War loo has sullied Nature's chai 
For gold provokes the world to ar 
And oh ! the worst of all its art, 
I feel it breaks the k>Fer'8 heart I 



ODE XXX.* 

'TwAS in an airy dream of night, 
J fancied, that I wingM my flight 

And when hearts, from loving free, 
(If indeed such hearts there be,) 
Frown upon oar gentle flame. 
And the sweet delosion blame { 
This shall be my only corse. 
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On pinions fleeter than the wind. 
While little Love, whose feet were twinM 
(I know not why) with chains of lead, 
Pursued me as I trembling fled ; 
Pursued — and could I e'er have thought ?- 
Swift as the moment I was caught I 
What does the wanton Fancy mean 
By such a strange illusive scene ? 
I fear she whispers to my breast, 
That yoi> my g^rl have stolen my rest ; 
That though my fancy for a while, 
Has hung on many a woman's smile, 
I soon dissolved the passing vow. 
And ne'er was caught by love till now ! 



ODE XXXI,* 

Arm^d with a hyacintbine rod, 
[Arms enough for such a g^,) 

re«9 that I agreo in the opinion of Madame Dacicr, ?» 
her life of the poet, that he was always too fond of 
pleasure to marry. 

* The design of this little fiction is to intimate, that 
much greater pain attends ins^^nsibtlify than can ATer 
result from the tenderestimpressions of love. Longe* 
pierre has quoted an ancient epigram (I do not know 
where he found it,) which has similitude to- this ode : 

Lecto compositus, vis prima silentia noctis 
Carpebam, et «orono Inmina victa dabam ; 

Cum me saeviis Amor prensum, sursumque capilli^ 
f xcitat et lacerum pervigilare jubtt 
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.i~.M> mvf mnuMf aure jacere poCei 
Kxilio et pedibus nudis, tunicaque t 

Oinue iter iinpedio, nullum iter c 
Xunc proj>ero, nunc ire piget ; rurs 

Pa?nitet : et pudor est slare via n 
Ecce taceut voces hominura, strepit 

Et volacnim cantus, tarbaque fidi 
Solas ego ex cunctis paveo somnum 

£t aequor imperiam, saeve Cupid( 

Upon my couch I lay, at night profc 
My languid eyes iu magic slumber 1 
When Cupid came and snatchM me 
I And forced roe maiiy a weary way ti 

I '' What ! (»aid the god) shall you, 

> known, 

I Who lore so many nymphs, thus slei 

I 1 rise and follow ; all the night I stra 

UnshelterM, trembling, doubtful of n 

P Tracing with naked fiwt the painful i 

I Loth to proceed, yet fearful to sro hiu 
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And now my soul, exhausted, dying, 
To my lip was faintly flying ; 
And DOW I thooght the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hoverM o'er my head. 
And fanning light his breezy plume, 
KecalPd me from my languid gloom ; 
Then said, in accents half reproWng, 
•< Why hast thou been a foe to loving ?" 

the former is partially authorized by the MS. which read^ 

And now my toul, exhausted, dyings 

To my lips wu faintly Jlyvng ;, etc.] la the original, 
he sayis, his heart flew to his nose ; but our manner 
more uatorally transfers it to the lips. Such is the 
efifect that Plato tells us he felt from a kiss, in a distich^ 
quoted by Aulus Gellius : 

Whene'er thy nectar^d ki«s 1 sip, 

And drink thy breath in melting twine, 
My soul then flutters to my lip, 
Ready to fly and mix with thine. 
Aulus Gellius subjoins a paraphrase of this epigram, 
in which we find many of those mignardises of expres- 
sion, which mark the effemination of the Latin Ian- 
guage. . 
And fanning light his breezy phtme, 
Receded me from my languid gloom ;] ** The faci- 
lity with which Cupid recovers him, signifies that the 
sweets of love make us easily forget any SQlicittides 
which he may occasion." La Fosse. 



*' 
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In this deliciotrs bdar of joy 

Young Love shall be my goblet-boy ; 

* We here have (he poet in his true at 
reclining apoa ni^y riles, with Cupid for \ 
bearer. Some iotei^Fetelrt have raided 1 
tore by making E{«f Ibe lumw of hii slave 
hot love shoald fill Ow goblet of Anacreon. 
has asligned this office to Vanuf, in a fi 

o-ufA/xtfAiyiuiifOfB'cLXtatta'i yf»T«t{ oivo;(^oK0'A 
Toic ir Allots %/Aoit yt aeei 0-oir. 
Which may be thus paraphrased 4 

Hither, Venns! queen of kisses. 
This shall be the night of blisses4 
This the night, to friendship dear, 
Thon shalt be our Hebe htora. 
Till the golden brimmer high. 
Let it spaikle in (bine eye ! 
Bid the nmj corrent ginh. 
Let it mantle like thy biosh ! 
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Voiding bis little golden vest, 

With cinctntes, round bis snowy breast) 

Himself sball boyer by my side. 

And minister tbe racy tide ! ^ 

Swift as tbe wbeels that kindling roll^ 

Our life is liurrying to tbe goal : 

A scanty dust, to feed tbe wind, 

Is all tbe trace Hwill leave bebind. 

Wby do we sbed tbe rose^s bloom 

Upon ike cold insensate tomb ? 

Can flowery breeze, or odour^s breath, 

Affect tbe shimbering cbill of death ? 

No, no ; I ask no balm to steep 

With fragrant tears my bed of sleep ; 

But now, while every pulse is glowing^ 

Now let me 6reatbe the balsam flowing ; 

7*9 ow let the rose, with blush of fire, 

Upon my brow its scent expire ; 

And bring the nymph with floating eye, 

Ob ! she will teacb me bow to die ! 

Yes, Cupid ! ere my soul retire, 

To join tbe blest elysian choir, 

With wine, and love, and blisses dear, 

VW make my own elysium here ! 



ODE XXXIII.* 

'TwAs noon of night, when round tbe pole 
Tbe suUeo Bear is seen to roll ; 

« Moiisiear Bernard, (he author of TArt d'aimer, 
has written a ballet, called •' Les Surprises de 
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And mortaU, wearied witib the dayy. \ 
Are slomberiiig all their caret aira/; 
An mfant, at that dreary hottr. 
Came weeping to iny ttoit; botrtfTy 
And wakM me with a pttoodi prayer, . 
To saye him from-the midnight air ! 
(( And who art thon,** I wMng cry^ 
'< That bid^t my blinibl Tiftions (ly ?«) 
'' O gentle sire V* the infant ^id« 
'< In pity take me to thy shed ; 
'< Nor fear deceit : a lonely child 
<< I wander o*er the gloomy wild. 
'< Chill drops the rain* and not a ray 
" Illumes tiie drear and misty way !^ 
I hear the baby's tale of woe ; 
I hear the bitter night-winds blow ; 
And sighing for his piteous fate, 
I trimmM mj lamp and opM the gate. 
'Twas Love 1 the little wanderiqg sprite. 
His pinion sparkled through the night ! 

1* Amour/* ia which the subject of the third eatrM js 
Anacreon, and the ttoiy of this od^ suggests ott o^ttit 
scenes. (Euvrei de Bemmrd. Anae. acmm4$K,- ' 

The German annotator reten as here to aa iadtatien 
by Uz, lib. iii. " Amor oadseta Bruder/* and a poem 
of Kleist die Heilung. La Fontaine hasiranslaCod,or 
rather imitated, this Qdp> ■ 

*Mtid to&o ar< lAoN,** /woAMg ery» 

appears to have been a folnptsmy cvmi la4niiniMfc 
by the lirely regret which he esprssMS at htHf^Sh 
tarbed fton his visioMiy w t^apm nU . tee tte ods< 
X. and 3uiWi< 
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I knew him by his bow aod dart ; 

I knew him by my fluttering heart ! 

I take him in, and fondly raise 

The dying embers' cheering blaze ; 

Press from his dank and clinging hair 

The crystals of the freezing air, 

And in my hand and bosom hold 
^ His little fingers thrilling cold. 

And now the embers^ genial ray 

Had warmM his anxious fears away ; 

'< I pray thee,^ said the wanton child, 

(My bosom trembled as he smiPd,) 

" I pray thee let me try my bow, 

" For through the rain I've wander'd so, 

<' That much I fear the ceaseless shower 

'^ Has injur' d its elastic power." 

The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 

Swift from the string the arrow flew ; 

Ob ! swift it flew as glancing flame. 

And to my very soul it came ! 

<< Fare thee well,^^ I heard him say. 

As laughing wild he wingM away ; 

^* Fare thee well, for now I know 

'* The rain has not relaxM my bow ; 
1^ " It still can send a maddening dart, 
I << As thou shalt own with all thy heart !^^ 

''Ttoas Love ! the littU wandering sprite^ etc.] See 
j the beautifnl description of Copid, by Mos^htis, in his 
i. first idyl. 
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ODE XXXIV.* 

Oa thou, of all creatioD blest, 
Sweet iDsect ! that delightM to rest 
Upon the wild vrood^s leafy tops, 
To drink the dew that moroing drops^ 
And chirp thy song with such, a glee, 
That happiest kings may envy thee ! 

* Father Rapin, in a Latin ode addi'essed (o 1 
grasshopper^ has presenred «omeof the thoughts of i 

uuthor : 

O quae vireoti graminis in (oro. 
Cicada, blande sidis, et herbidos 

iSaltus oberras, otiosoft 

Ingeniosa ciere cantus. 
Sea forte adullis floribus incubas^ 
Coeli caducis ebria fletibusi etc. 

Oh thou, that on the grassy bed 
Which Nature's vernal hand has spread/ 
RecUoost soft and lun'nt thy song, 
The dewy herbs and leaves^ among ! 
Whether thoa ly'st on springing flowers. 
Drunk with the balmy morning-showers. 
Or, etc. 

See what Licetus says about grasshoppers, cap. 
aud ia5. 

And chirp thy tang uM guch Agise, etc] '* Sq 
authors have affirmed (sajs Madame Dacier, that i 
only male grasshoppers which sing, and that the 
males are silent ; and on this circumstance is fooot 
a bon-mot of Xeaerchqa, the comic poet, who. • 
sif' Ho-it it Ttmyujat tv/Ai^eyK,«y rMf'jyvttU 
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Whatever decks the velFet field, 
Whatever the circling seasons yields 
Whatever buds, whatever blows, 
For thee it bud^, for thee it grows, 
Nor yet art thou the peasant^s fear, 
To him thy iViendly notes are dear ; 
For thou art miM as matin dew, 
And still, when summer^s flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain, 
We hear thy sweet prophetic strain ; 
Thy sweet prophetic strain we hear, 
And bless the note and thee revere ! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone ^ 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 
^was he who g^ve that voice to thee^ 
^Tis he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 

\i^" oTi »y ^r«c *n ^ ** are not toe grassboppei-s 
bappy iu having dumb wives ?*' This note is originally 
Henry Stepben*8 ; bat I chose rather to make Ma,- 
dame Dacier my authority for it. 

The Musts love ihy shrilly tone; etc.] Fhile, de 
Animal. Proprietat calls this insect Mttvatc ^/xe;^ 
the darling of the Muse : and Mtto-etf op it, the bird of 
the Muses; and we find Plate compared fprbis elo- 
quence to the grasshopper, in the following punning 
lines of Timon, preseiTed by Diogcnes^ Laertius : 

HJ^vtTrne rtrrt^tf to-cyptt^tsy o<6' tKA^MfAH 

This last line is borrowed from Hom«r*s Iliad, ^. 
wlterB titers occucs-the v^i^ same simile. 



So bleM ^"igaW^SSV^flb 

Thou seem'st— a little deity !* 



ODE XSX\ 

CcrPTD taioe upon a bad 

Of roees laid bit WM17 head ; 
Luckless urchin, bot to see 
Within the leares a slnmberin 

MOodiout insect/ chUd qf mri 
has quoted the two fint Hnea of «c 
pater, from the first book of the An 
prefers die grasshopper to the swan 

Afi/fir uvrntm utri ytyrnrw 
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The bee awak*d-^with wager w iki 
The bee awakM, and staog the child. 

Spencer, in one of his smaller coh)posiU(mB, has sport- 
ed more difiiiselj on the same subject. The poem to 
vfthich I allude, begins thus : 

Upon a day as Lore laj sweetljr shimberiag 

All in his mother*s lap ; 
A gentle bee, with hts load tnimpet moftnorihg, 

About him flew by hap, etc. etc. 

In AImeIo7een*8 collection of epigrams, there is 
one by Luxorioos, correspondent somewhat with the 
tarn of Anacreon, where love complains to his mother 
of being wounded by a rose. 

The ode before us is the rery flower of simplidty. 
The infantine complainings of the little god, and the 
natural and impressire reflections which they draw 
from Venus, are beauties of inimitable grace. I hope 
I siiall be pardoned for introducing another Greek 
Anacreontic of Monsieur Menage, not for its similitude 
to the subject of this ode, but for some faint traces of 
this natural simplicity, which it appears to me to have 
preserved: 

Tory uttpBivcty tturof 
T>it /mot ptX}tv HoftTfYcfLy 
fis f/cTfr, u( etpie Aumy 
UpoTiSfeiiutf rpAX,"^^ 

^/Xfl /Kl, /USTf^, UTTt. 

KAKit/utiVJi Koptvretf 
5* 



I 



Kflti 01 /SMTerrir oft/. 

Tlie flowrct of the virgin train, 
My 80Q|*8 Corinna lightly play'd, 
Yooflg Cupid saw the graceful maJ 
He Mw aad lo a momeiit flew, 
^^»««nd h« neck Ui'armi be thi 

" Oh .» kiis me, mother, kf« thy bo 
And taid, with smiles of faifant joy, 
Ai daodng o'er the enammeird pli 
Uncontcloot of a mother's name, 
The modest vifgio blashM with sha 
And aogry Cupid acaix» belierint 
il»l Tisioa coald be so deceiving, 
^us to mistake his Pyprian dmme. 
The littk infimt Unshed with shame 
« Be not asbamU my bogr.*' I cried. 
For I was lingering by his side J 
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** Oh ! mother ! — I am wounded through— 
'* I die with pain— in sooth I do! 
^< Stung by some little angry thing, 
'* Some serpent on a tiny wing — 
'' A bee it was — for once I know 
<' I heard a rustic call it so,*^ 
Thus he spoke, and she the while 
Heard him with a soothing smile ; 
Then said, ^^ My infant, if so much 
'^ Thou feel the little wild-bee's touch, 
^* IIow must the heart, ah, Cupid ! be, 
" The hapless heart that's stung by thee I 



ODE XXXVI.* 

If hoarded gold possessM a power 

To lengthen life's too fleeting hour, 

And purchase from the hand of death 

A little span, a moment's breath, 

IIow I would love the precious ore ! 

And every day should swell my store ; 

That when the Fates would send their minion^ 

To waft me off on shadowy pinion, 

* Monsieur Fontendle has translated this ode, in 
his dialogue between Auacreoti and Aristotle in the 
shades, where he be8to^^8 the prize of wisdom upon thei 
poet. 

** The German imitators of it are, Lessing, in 
his poe^Yi Gestern Briider, etc.** Gleim, in the ode 
** An den Tod/* and Schmidt in der Poet. Blamcnl. 
Gotting. 1783, p. 7.** De^etu 



And whj tboQld r then pant ft 

Mine be the brilliant round of 
The goblet rich, the board of 
Whose flowing souls the goble 

That when the Fates would send i 

To teqft me ojgron shadowy pinioi 

mentatora, who were lo had of di 

caprinft,»» bare been veiy bufy on (j 

phrase if af Bttfur irixd*, The 

OxfAToe iTi^flir, which Oe Medenb 

AmoenKates Li*«erari», wai alrea< 

Ferre, who seldom suggests any tt 

The goblet rich the boArd of/rien 

Whose flowing souls the goblet ble 

munion of friendship, which sweeti 

Anacreon, has not been /brgotten by 

following fchoKoBi, wbera the hie 

enomerafed with prorerbial simplii 



■*•<• ^mi 



,m ^>». 
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Mine be the nympb, whose fproa rej}Ose? 
Seductive op that bed of ro^es ; 
And oh ! be vaifiB the souPs excQ^s, 
Expiring io her mwcm carets ! 



ODE XXXVIL* 

'TwAS pigbt, and many a circling bowl 
Had deeply warmM my swiinmiDg soul ; 
As lulled in slumber I was laid, 
Bright visions o^er my fancy playM ! 
With virgins blooming as the dawn, 
I seemM to trace the opening lawn ; 

* Compare wilh this ode the beautiful poem " der 
Tream of Uz." Degen. 

Monsieur Le Fevre in a note upon this ode, enters 
into ao elaborate and learned justification of drunken- 
nets ; and thi^ is probably the cause of the severe re- 
prehension which I believe he ;sufiered for his Ana- 
creon. ** Fuit oljm fateor, (says be in a note upon 
LoDginus,) cum Sapphonem amabam. Sed ex quo 
ilia me perditissima foeroina pene misenun perdidit 
com sceleratissimosuocongerrone (Anacreontem dicot 
si nescis Lector,) noli sperare, etc. etc.** He adduces 
on this ode the authority of Plato, who allowed ebriety, 
at the Dionysian festivals* to men arrived at their for- 
tieth year. He likewise quotes the following line from 
Alexis, which he says no one who is not totally igno* 
rant of the world, can liesitate to confess the truth of: 

** No lover of drinking was ever a vicious man.*' 



And still I ievr— and i^'oir I c 
The panting nymphs, and fon 
To kiss— when all my dream 
Dimpled ^rls and ruddy boyj 
All were gone! "Alas!" I ss 
Sighing for th? Ulu&ions fled, 
♦' Sleep I again my joys rettoi 
'* Oh I let me dream them o'ei 

— teAen all m^^drman^joys^ 
Dui^fUAgirlimnd nMg bays, 
AUweregonef] «» Nonnus says 
in the fame words that Anacreoo n 

Waking he lost the phantom's > 
He found oo beaoly in hif anm 
Agaio (D slumber be essayed, 

Afltin (D ClaSD tlwi AmA^wm^ »^: 
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ODE xxxvin.* 

' us drain the nectar'd bowl, 
us raise the son^ of soul 
tiim, the god who loves so well 
nectar* d bowl) the choral swell ! 
1, who instructs the sons of earth 
thrid the tangled dance of mirth ; 
a, who nurs'd with infant Love, 
I cradled in the Paphian grove ; 
1, that the snowy Queen of Charms 
i fondled in her twining arms, 
m him that dream of transport flows, 
ich sweet intoxication knows *, 
h him the brow forgets to darkle, 
1 brilliant graces learn to sparkle, 
lold ! my boys a goblet bear, 
1086 sunny foam bedews the air. 
lere are now the tear, the sigh ? 
the winds they fly, they fly ! 

that when Caliban, after a pleasing dream, st^ 9^, 
ried to sleep again/ the author imitates Anacreon, 
had, like any other man, the same wish on th^ 
e occasion.*' 

** Compare with this beautiful ode the verses of 
;edem, Mb. v. da) Gesellschafth'cbe ; and of Bur^ 
p. 51, etc. etc.** Degen. 
fm, that the snowy Queen qf Charms 
las/bndUd in hsr tunning arms] Rebertellus, 
1 the epithalamium of Catullus, mentions an inge' 
a deri?ation of Cythersea, the name of Venos^ 
«t 0*0 nio^uf rtvs tg«T«f , which seems to hii^t 
Lore*8 faiiry faroqrs «re lost, when not cdnce'&l^.*' 
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Grasp (he bowl ; in neotar sioking, 
Alan of sorrow drown thy thinking I 
Oh ! can the tears we lend to thought 
In lifers account arail us aught ? 
C'an we discern, with all our lore, 
The path we're yet to journey o'er ? 
No, no, the walk of life is dark, 
^Tis wine alone can strike a spark ! 
Then let me quaff the foaming tide, 
And through the dance meandering glide 
FiCt me imbibe the spicy breath 
Of odours chaPd to fragrant death ; 
Or from the kiss of love inhale 
A more voluptuous, richer gale ! 
To souls that court the phantom Care, 
FiCt liim retire and shroud him there ; 

»Vo, rw, the walk of life is dark, 

^Tis wine alone can strike a spark f] The bi 
jf life allows ai^umentfl for the voluptuary as w 
(lie moralist. Among many parallel passages \ 
F.ongepiGrre has adduced, I phall content mjscif 
thi» epigram from the Antbologia : 

\i>Tx/jitfet ng9^i»if,^i;acX0>»/<f9A, x*t roy «»/ 

E\X«yUfr, Kt/\lK,*t /JtU^OfAt *f*/XtVOt. 

Tntfi( KCcXva-it, xetlTO TfXoc ^tifeirct, 

< )f which the following is a Iooj« paraphrase : 

Fly my belov*d to yonder stream, 
WeMl plunge us from the noontide L>cam ' 
Tiien cull the roee*s humid bud^ 
Ai)d dip it in ourgobleCs flood. 
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While we exhaust the nectar*d bowl, 
And swell the choral song* of soul 
To him, the gfod who loves so well 
The nectarM bowl, the choral swell ! 



V 



ODE XXXIX. 

llow I love the festive boy, 
Tripping wild the dance of joy ? 
How I love the mellow sage. 
Smiling through the veil of age ! 
And whenever this man of years 
Iq the dance of joy appears^ 
Age is on his temples hung. 
But his heart — his heart is young ! 

Oar age of bh'ss, my nymph shalf fly, 
As sweet, though passing as that sigh, 
"Which seems to wliisper o'er your lip, 
"Come while you may, of raptare sip.*' 
Forage will steal the rosy (onn. 
And chill the pube, which traffibles warm ! 
And death — alas ! that hearts, which thrill 
Like yoars and mine, should e*er be still ! 

»^ge is on his temples hung^ 
But his heart — his heart is young !] Saint Paviit 
maizes the same distinction' in a soimet to a young gir!. 

Je sals bien que les destinies, 
Ont mal compassies nos aiin^es 
ISe regardez que mon amour. 
Peut-6tre en serez vou84emue, 
11 est jeune et n'est que du jour, . 
Belle Ids, que je vow %i vu, 

Vol. it. « 



y ali ,he pa,h j^e ret .' 
Thy fette!.-'^' *^*'"*' ""«>" ci 



Ot>E9 OF ANACRlSOy. 1^ 

And oh ! before the vita^ thrill, 
Which trembles at my heart, is iftill, 
I'll gather Joy's luxuriant flowers, 
And gild with bliss my fading hours ; 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom, 
And Venus dance me to the tctob I 



ODE XLI. 

Whkdt Spring begems the dewy scene, 
How sweet to walk the relret green, 

At length to Fortune, and (o you, 
Delusive Hope 1 a last adieu. 
The charm that once heguiPd is o*cr, 
And I have reached my destin'd shore .' 
Away, away, yoar flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts, 
And you will smile at their believing, 
And they shall weep at your dsoelriug ! 

Sacchus shall bid my winter MiMm, 

And Venus dance me to the Umh /] The same com- 
mentaior basqaoted an epitaph, written upon our poot 
by Julian, where be makes him give the precepts of 
{;ood fellowship even from the iomh. 

riiyiTi, 7rfi¥ nrxurtiv Afx^iCctXH^^Bt jtoyiK. 

This lesson oft in life I sung, 
And from my grave I still shall cry, 

'* Prink, mortal ! drink, while time ift^ouiT^, 
Ere cbeath hcs mpde (Hee Qol^ as L^* 



1 
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And hear the Zephyr's languid sighs,' 
As o'er the sceated mead he flies ! 
JJow sweet to mark Ihe pouting vine ; 
Beady to fall in tears of irine ; 
And with the maid, whose every sigh 
Is love and bliss, entranced to lie 
Where the embowering branches meet — 
Oh ! is not this divinely sweet ? 



ODK XLIL* 

Yes, be the glorious revel mine, 
Wliere humour sparkles from the wine '. 

And with the maid^ whose every sigh 
Is love and bliss, etc.] Thus Horace : 

Quid habes illius, illius 
Quae spirabat amorna, 
Quae me surpuerat mibi. Book iv. Od< 
And does there then remain but tliis, 

And hast thou lost each rosy ray 
Of her who breathM the soul ot bliss. 
And stole me from mr self away ? 
^ The character of Anacrebn is here veryitriki 
depicted. His love of social, harmonized pleasi 
i^ expressed with a warmth, amiable and endea 
Among the epigrams imputed (o Anacreon is th( 
icwing; it is the only one wurfh (ranslaticm, ai 
breathes the same sentiments with this ode : 

Oc; <pi\0Cf oe xgjfTir^/ irxpA frxsm oiVes'OTft^av^ 
Aw' crie Mng-t»f rt, »«i tiyK*«t im^ ^A^^o^ 
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Around me, let the Touthful choir 

Bespood to my beguiling lyre ; 

And while the red cup circles round, 

Mingle in soul as well as sound ! 

Let the bright nymph, with trembling eye, 

Beside me all in blushes lie ; 

And, while she waves a frontlet fair 

Of hyacinth to deck my hair. 

Oh! let me snatch her sidelong kisses, 

And that shall be my bliss of blisses ! 

My soul, to festive feeling true, 

One pang of envy never knew ; 

And little has it learnM to dread 

The gall that envy's tongue can shed. 

Away — 1 hate the slanderous dart. 

Which steals to wound th' unwary heart; 

And oh! I hate, with ail my soul, 

Discordant clamours o'er the bowl, 

Where every cardial heart should be 

AttunM to peace and harmony. 

Come, let us hear the soul uf song 

Expire the silver harp along; 

And through the dance's ringlet move, 

With maiden s mellowing into love : 

When to the lip the brimming cup ib prett, 
And hearts are all afloai upon the s(ream; 

Thcu banish from my iioard the uapoli»h*d guesf» 
Who makes the ivdiU of war his harbaruu» theme. 

But bring the man who o*er his goblet wreathes 
The Mase'g laurel with thf- V\ pnan flower ; 

Oh ! give rae bini whu^e heart eicpartxive breath^f 
^ the refinejujoatd of tlM foeial hour. 
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Thus simplj happy, thus at peaoe^ 
Sure such a life should never cease ! 



ODE XLIII. 

While our rosy fillets shed 
Blushes o^er each fervid head. 
With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 
And while the harp, impassian^d, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings, 

And while the harp, impassion'dt^ings, 
Tvne/ul rapture frnm the strings, etc.] Oa the 1 
biton a hcMt of authoriries maj be collected, whi 
after all, leave ut> itrnoram of ihe nature of the ins 
m^nt. There is scarcely anv point upon which we 
so totally unioforraed as the music of the ancients. ' 
authors* extant upon the subiecl, are, I imagine, li 
understood ; but cerlainl) if one of their modes ws 
progrestsion by quarter tones, which we are told ' 
thf nature of the enharmonic scale, simplicity wu 
no means the characteri8tic of their melody ; for 
is a nicety of progression oi' which modem music is 
susceptible. 

The invention of the barbilon is, by Atbenteus. a 
butrd to \nacreon. See his fourth book, where i 
oaih-d TO \upnfA(t tv Aretx^torTOf. Neanihes of 
zicuh, as quoted by G> raldus, aMerta the same. ^ 
Chanoi. Ill Morat. on the wordt * LMboum b%jrbit8 
ifi the flrst ode. 

* CoDected l»7 Meibomias. 
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Some airy nymph, with flueot limbs, 
Through the dance luxuriant swims, 
Waving in her snowy hand, 
The leafy Bacchanalian wand, 
Which, as the tripping wanton flies, 
Shakes its tresses to her sighs I 
A youth the while, with loosen'd bain 
Floating on the listless air, 
Sing^ to the wild harp's tender tone, 
A tale of woes, alas ! his own ! 
And then, what nectar in his sigh. 
As o'er his lip the murmurs die ! 
Surely never yet has been 
So divine, so blest a scene ! 
Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 
To wave his golden tresses here f 

And iheny what rtficiar in his aigh. 
As o'er his lip (he murmurs die /] Longepierre has 
quoted here an epigram from (he <\ntho!of!;ia: 

Kv pH TIC ^' *ftKit9't7roBta'9rtfct ^.^iXMn Cypotc* 
KfatTA^ My T« ^iKii/Aoi. to yct^ rofcse vcxTtf^c i^fV. 

. Of which the followmg ma) sivi- ttome idea: 

The kiss that she full on my lip, 

Like a dew-drop shall lingering lie j 
''Twras nectar she gavr> me to sip, 

'Twas nectar I drank in her sigh ! 
The dew thai distilPd in ihat kiss, 

To my soul was voluptuous wioe ; 
Ever since it is drunk with the bliss, 
And feels a delirium divine ! 
ITas Cupid Ufl the starry sphere^ 
fo wave his goldtn tressm here?] The introdjoictioM 



t »/. 




ODE Xu 

1" Uie bowl of R,„ ,1 • 
Till »;„, "»cclius slee 

'" ''"'' ""■""son drops the 

'^f these deitiea i/. «k . 
either ide.. ^h. .ra,«i..i 

aarain .« *u. .... '."*^"^ '•* an miop- 
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Twino the rose, the (garland twine, 

Every Peaf distilling wine ; 

Drink and smile, ami learn to think 

That we were born to smile and drink. 

Rose ! ihou art the sweetest flower 

That ever drank the amber shower; 

Rose ! thou art the fondest child 

Of dimpled Spring', the uood-nympb wild ! 

"RvvO the G(jd8, wlio walk the sky, 

^re amorous of thy scented sigh, 

Cupid too, in Paphian shades. 

His hair with rusy 6IIet braids. 

When with the blushing, naked Graces, 

The wanton winding dance he traces. 

Then bring ine, i^howers of roses b: ing. 

And shed them round me while i HJng; ' 

Great Bacchus ! m thy hallowed sbade^ 

With some celestial, glowing maid» 

While gales of roses rounil n»e rise, ! 

In per'uiiie, sweetenM by her sighs, 

ni bill and twine in earl\ ddiice, 

Commingling sijul with every glai<ce ! 

JVhen with the tdnshing naked Graces^ 
Tht wanton inni'iri^ uance ht tm .-.>.j This iweet 
idea nl l^tvi- daiuiMii with thf> Graces, ia almo»t pecu- 
liar to Ariacreou. Dt-^eii 

If 'ith some celestial glowing maid, etc.] The rpiibat 
0xbvK9KVO{^ vvtjich he gi\«^>> ii> (he ii)n)ph, ih lili-rtilj 
** lull .Mt^'invMl :'* if thid w««^ reHJI^ AnariftKiS (aste, 
th« hi:av(.'n -t MalHiinet would suit him ia ercry par- 
(icular. See the Korao, cap. 72. 
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ODE XLV. 

Within this goblet, rich and deep, 

I cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear, 

Or pour the unaFailiDg tear ? 

For death will Dcyer heed the sigh, 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep, 

Must all alike be sealM in sleep : 

Then let us never yainly stray, 

In search of thorns, from pleasure's way ; 

Oh ! let us quaff the rosy wave, 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gay 

And in the goblet rich and deep, 

Cradle our crying woes to sleep I 



ODE XLVI.* 

See the young, the rosy Spring, 
Gives to the breeze her spangled wiog : 

Ttien let us never vainly stray ^ 
In search qf thorjUffrom pleasure'* s loay ; dc 
have thus endeavoured to convey the meaning 
Ti /fi rof 0i9f 'm\a.r»fActi -y according to Rego 
paraphrase of the line : 

£ cbe val, fiior dclla strada 
Del pincere alma o gradila, 
Vaaeggiara in qiie»ta vita ? 

* The fastidious affectation of tome commentt 
hfis denoaaced this ode as spurious. Defiaa proaoai 
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le virgin Graces, warm irith May, 
T* roses o'er her dewy way ! 



or last lines to be the patch-work of sooM mi- 
le veraificator, and Brupck condemns the whole 
It appears to me to be elegantly graphical : full 
licate expression!) and luxuriant imagery. The 
itiiess of'l/f 4rQ»c *3if0( fatftfrot is striking^ 
pirited, and has been imitated rather languidly 
orace : 

Vides ut alta st«t nive canoiduni 
Soracte 

e imperative i/« is infinitaly mors impressire, as 
nkspeare, 

. look, the mom, in roMdt BMmtle clad, 
ilks o*er the dew ot jon high eastern bilL 

»re is a simple and poetical descriplioQ of 
^, in Catullui*8. beautiful farewell to Biibyoia. 
.44. 

'nes conjectures, in his life of our poet, that this 
as written after he had returned trom Atheni, 
tie in his paternal seat at Teos ; there, in a little 
t some d stance from the city, which commanded 
7 of the JE^e&a Sea and the Islands, he contem- 
I the beauties of nature and enjoyed the felicities 
irement Vide riarnes in Anac vita, \ xxxv. 
supposition, however unaulbentice^ted, forms a 
int association, which makes the poem more in- 
ing. 

nsipur Chevreau says, that Gregory Nazianzenus 
iraphrased soroewtiere this deirription oi Spring ; 
lot find it. See ChevreaUi (Euvres i^lel^es. 



i 



r jLfissoivfp fne mnrkv clouds away; 
And culfur'd field, jind winding str 

. , Art'swcellv tissued b\ his beam. 

J ' Now the earth prolific swells 

I ■ V/hh leafy buds and flowery hells; 

[^ Gemming shoots the olive twine, 

^ Clusters ripe festoon the vine i 



1 ■ " Compare wiih this odp (aays Degen^ 

; Hagejiorn, book fourth der Friihiing a 

! der MhI. 

fi'hile virgin Graces warm with Jifay 

I Fling roses o'er her dexoy way .'] De 

, XAftTAs gacT* Cpvita-tv, - the rose* < 

graces." llii> m uoi umn^eniouj. ; bu! 

the heaufy of thf j.ei8,»nificalion, to the 

wbu h Reifi, j, , has c)» j< , I. d. veiy frivolo 

7 Ac mvrmvrmg bUlowsaf the deep 

Have languished into siUnt steep ; etcA 
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All along the biaoches creeping, 
Through the velvet foliage peeping, 
Little infant fruits we see 
Nursing into luxury ! 



t ODE XLVIL 

'Tis true, my fading -years decline^ 

Yet can I quaff the brimming wine^ 

As deep as any stripling fair, 

Whose cheeks the flush of morning wear ; 

And if, amidst the wanton treW^ 

Vm calPd to wind tlie dancers clue. 

Thou shalt behold this vigorous hand, 

Not faltering on the Bacchantes wand, 

But brandishing a rosy flask, 

The only thyrsus e'er I'll ask ! 

Let those, who pant for Glqry's charms, 

Embrace her in the field of ^arms ; 

Bui brandishing a rosyjiask^ €io.] Aa-K9C was s 
kind of leathern vessel for wiiie, very much in ase, as 
[ should seem by the proverb «er»oc s«i d'OA.sex*;, 
which was applied to those who were intemperate 
in eating and drinking. This proverb is mentioned in 
some verses quoted by Atheoaeus, from the Hesion* 
•f Alexis. 

The only thyrsus e'er Vll ask /] Phornutus assigDj! 
as a reason for the consecration of the thyrsus to Bacr 
chus, that inebriety oftea wafers <B^ support •fa itiqk 
very necessary. 



With ki ~"""^ «re di 

I^ „ Wishes bom„r.d , 

""^ J'-'c my follies all aj 



1^' 
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ODE XI 



On my ^e,'*"'^ for more. 
TVh.i- _ ""^ '"««' enfnrm.-. 



What are kin^s and crowns to me? 
If before my feet they lay, 
I would spurn them all away ! 
Arm you, arm you, men of miglit, 
Hasten to the sanguine fight ; 
Let me, oh, my budding vine ! 
Spill no other blood than thine. 
Yonder brimming goblet see. 
That alone shall vanquish me. 
Oh ! J. think it sweeter far 
To fall in banquet than in war ! 



ODE XLIX.* 

Whbbt Bacchus, Jove's immortal boy. 
The rosy harbinger of joy. 
Who, with the' sun-shine of the bowl, 
Thaws the winter of our soul ; 

Arm you, arm you, men of might. 

Hasten to the sanguine Jight ;] I have adopted tbe 
interpretation of Regnicr and others : 
Altri segaa Martc fero ; 
Cbe sol Bacco h M mio conforto. 

* This, the preceding ode, and a few more of Uie 
same character, are merely chansons d. boire. Most 
likely they were the efiutfions of the moment of con- 
viviality, and were suog, we imagine, with rapture in 
Greece ; b«t that interesting a<»8ociatioii, by which they 
always recalled tbe convivial emotions that produced 
them, can be very little felt by the most enlhusiaotic 
reader ; and much less by a phliegtoatic grammarian, 
who sees nothitig in them but iJiifttf^tftiai^ pariifcles; 



t . 



While, my young Venus, t 
To the voluptuous cadence 
Then waking from our lanj 
Again we'll sport, again w« 

TVhoj with the suiu$hine of \ 
Thaws the vnnter of our sou 
litle which he 'gives (o Bacchus 
a curious circumstance, that 
name of Levi anioag the Jewi^ 
bacchanal cries,) and accordin, 
worshipped Bacchus. 
* Faber thinks this spurious 
/ eingular in his opinion. It ha 

author. Like the wreath whic 
dream, "it smells of ^nacreon. 
The form of this ode, in the o 
It is a kind of song of seven c 
beginning with the line 



t 
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ODE L-* 



Whest I drink, I feel, I feel. 
Visions of poetic zeal ! 

, Warm with tUe goblet's fresh'ning dews, 
My heart invokes the heavenly muse. 

' When I drink, my sorrow's o'er; 

^ I think of doubts and fears no more ; 
But scatter to the railing wind 
Each gloomy phantom of the mind ! 
When I drink, the jesting boy 
Bacchus himself partakes my joy ; 
And while we dance through breathing bowers. 
Whose every gale is rich with flowers, 
In bowls he makes my senses swim. 
Till the gale breathes of nought but him ! 
When I drink, I deftly twine 
Flowers, begem'd with tears of wine ; 



I 

I 






When I drink, I fkeU I feel, 

Visions of poetic zeal/] ** Auacreon is not the only 
one (says Loogepierre) whom wine has inspired with 
poetry. There it* aa epigram in the first book of the 
Antbologia, which begins thus : 

biro; Til ;^fle^/cvT< fjt»yet( 4rffX8< \TT6e ail^A, 

If with water you fill up your glasses. 

You'll never write any thing wise; 
For wine is the horse of Parnassus, 

Which hurries a bard to the skies ! 

Aibl lohile we dance throvgh breathing botoers, etc.] 
If some of the translators had obser7ed Doctor Trapp's 
caution, with regard to ^roxvftydiriir fjt,^ ly etv^ait^ 

6 * 



Mu Aiu^uvr wu Bij oreasi rep 

Venus ! I breathe my vows 1 
Fn many a sigh of luxury ! 
When I drink, my heart refii 
And rises as the cup decline 
Rises in the genial flow, 
That none but social spirits 1 
When youthful revellers, roc 
Dilating, ming^Iing soul with 

** Cave ne Coclum intelligas." th 

spoiled the simplicity of Anacrec 

extravagant conceptions of ihe p 

poet imagine such bomba»t as the 

Quand je boip, inon ceil s'iraa 

Que, dans un tourbillon pleiu d( 

Bacchus m^imporle dans les ain 

. Rempli de sa liqueur divine. 

Or this : 
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When I drink, the bliss is mine ; 
There's bliss in ever> drop of wine ! 
All other joys that 1 have known, 
I've scarcely dar'd to call my own ; 
But this the Fates can ne'er destroy, 
Till death o^jershadonrs all my joy ! 



ODE I I.* 

Flt not thus my brow of snow, 
Lovely wanton ! fly not so. 

peared in (he Frenrh Journals. At the opening of (he 
Odenn In Paris, the ixMiiaerer» of (he Kpprtacle rcqaest*. 
ed Prgfeesor Gail to givi- them some nnrommon name 
fht the fStesof this ins^tituf ion. He 9ugir<'^ted the word 
" Thiaae," which whs adopted . but the literati of Paris 
qnestioncd the propriety of it, i«nrl dddrf^scd their cri- 
ticisms toGail, tbroQtrh ihe m»'diuni of the public prints. 
Two or three of (he letter:^ he has inserted in his edi- 
tion, and they have elicited from him some learned 
research on the subject. 

* \lberli has imitated this ode: and Capi](|pu8, in 
the following epigram, has tciven a ver»ion of it: 

Cur, Lalage, inea vita« ineos contemnis amores? 

Cur fugis e nostro pulchia puella fiinu } 
Ne fugias sint sparsa licet niea tempora canis, 

Inque tuo roseui* fulgeat ore < olor. 
Alpice ut intextas deceani quoque flore corollas 

Candida purpureis lib « mista ro^is 

Oh ! why repel ni) souPs impa«ision*d vow. 
And fly, beloved maidi these longing^ armsf 



^ J Mark, how sweet their tim 

J J^ I Just, ray girl, like thee an 

' ' J Js it, that wintry time has stn 

if' ' .;: AntJ thioe are all the suinn 

i ; S^ the rich garland, cull'd i; 

\ .t\ Where the joung rosebud 

ji i ■ ^n wreaths o( love we thus mj 

di. -And I will bf> ih*. nij, thou 

■7 ' '^"» ^ yonder Jloioery braid, 

• * CulVdfor thee, my hlvsMng r, 

\ manner that A oacreon plead, foi 

locks, from the beamy of the c 
shepherd, in Theocritus, endea 
his black hair ; 

K«e/ TO <oir jttfxar •«, xttt i . 
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ODE LII.* 

AwAT, away, you men of rules, 

What have I to do with schools ? 

They'd make me learn, tlieyM make me think; 

Bat would they make me love and drink? 

Teach me this, and let me swim 

My soul upon the goblet's brim ; 

Teach me this, and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph divine ! 

* ** This 18 doubtleBs the work of a more modern 
poet than A.nacreon : for at the period when he lired 
rhetoricians were not known.** Degen. 

Though the antiquity of this ode is confirmed by the 
Vatican manuAcripr, I am very mach inclined to agree 
in this argument against its authenticity ; for though 
the dawning of rhetoric might alreadv have appeared, 
(be first who gav« it any celebrity was Corax of Syra- 
cose, and he flourished in the century afler Ana« 
creon. 

Our poet anticipated the ideas of Cpicums, in his 
aversion to the labours of learning, as well as his de- 
votion to voluptuousoesa. HoLVtu ^^etiJ'uetf /JtanMfttt 
^o^fTf , said the phikMopker of the garden m a letter 
to Pythocles. 

TVocA me this and let me twine 

My arme around the nymph divine/] By x^vvnt 
K^foi'trtic here, I understand some beaatiful g^rl, in 
the same manner that Avcttoc i* often used for wine. 
" Golden" is frequently an epithet of beaa^. Thas 
in Virgil, " Venus aurea ;'* and in Propertiui, '* Cyn- 
thia aurea.** Tiballus, however, calls an old woman 
** goldea." 



"1 

.f 



They dnnk bat little wfde below 1 

»■» 00 tbu parage of Anscreoa : 

^ . Em' iiiMgDt coo j)i« Mtfi ., ■; 

. Fbnn* accoite d' involaM 
Ad«iBabi'|« beltade 
I* beJ ctnto d' «ie»it«de. 

Wow oni ^nikru,6. one foST^^ 
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ODE LIII. 

When I behold the festive train 

Of daDcing^ youth, Pm young again ! 

JMemory vraJces her magic trance, 

And wings me h'ghtly through the dance. 

Come, Cybeba, smiling maid ! 

Cull the flower and tvrine the braid ; 

Bid the blush of summer^s rose 

Bum upon my brow of snows ; 

And let me, while the wild and young 

Trip the mazy dsLnce along, 

Fling my heap of years away, 

And be as wild, as young as they. 

Hither haste, some cordial soul ! 

Give my lips the brimming bowl ; 

Bid the hluBh ofiummer^s rose 

Bum Mpcn my brow of snows; etc.] Licetus, iu 
bis hiert^lyphica, qaoting two of our poet^s odos, 
where he calls for garlands, remarks, ** Ck)nstat igitur 
floraas coronas poetis et potandbus in syinposio coo- 
venire, non autem sapientibus et philosophiam afieC' 
tantibos." — " it appears that wreaths of flowers were 
adapted for poets and revelTers at banqiiets, but by nn 
means became (hose who had pretensions to wisdom 
lod philosophy.** On this principle, in bis 152d chap- 
ter, ha discovers a re6nement in Virgil, describing the . 
garlami of the poet Silenus as fnlien off; which distiQ* 
(fishes, be thinki^, the divine intoxication of Sileous 
from that of coiiinfK>o drunkards, who always wes^r 
their crowns while they drink. This, indeedj is (Rje 
*> labor ineptiitrum*' of cammeatator^^ 



f 






- > 



Ode LI v.* 

Methinks, thepicturM buUwesee 
Is amorous Jove—it must be hei 



^ •* JS ."*'**" tt^yoftfef J brim; ^ 
prQMji^iB'ljy. Galea, m m excellent med 

:1 * t QMiii "Quod frigidos et hamoribJi exp 

ciat, ete.-i»' bnC netore ira« Anacreoa't {il 

■ /tl There ii • pfQverb io JUphu^at ' 

naeas, which sap, ••tliff wia( " 
dance whether he will o^ not'* 

riTmnMhlitii 
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•ndly blest he seems to bear 

.irest of PhoeDician fair ! 

roud be breasts the foamy tide, 

Jims the biilowy surge aside ! 

my beast of vulgar vein, 

ited thus defy the main ? 

I descends from chmes above, 

tis the God, he breathes of Jove • 



ODE LV.* 

; we invoke the wreathed spring, 
ident rose ! to thee weUl sing ; 

irihufed very falsely to Luciaii. there is man- 

hitf coin, and ot a temple dedicated by the 

8 to \starte, whom some, it appears, con- 

with Europa. 

.us has written a rery beautiful idyl on the 

Surope. 

it daeends/rom climes a6ove, 

iks the Chtdf he brtaihet of Jove!] Thus 

• 

rod forgot himself, his heaven, for lorci 
tHill's form belied the almighty Javef 

I ode is a brinient panegyric on the rose, 
tiquity (says Barnes) has produced nothiog 
intiftil." 

the idea of peculiar exc ellcnce, which the 
attached to this flower, arose a pretty pro- 
!xpre«8ion, used by Aristc^hanes, according 
i, ^oita. fk ufii^Aty " Y<m have spoken rcMe;9,*' 
IV. 7 



r*i :■ 



\y 



■i>r 



^ 




«ffi Gaulmious apoii the epithal 
where it is introduced in the ron 
Muretus, in one of his elegies. < 
rose : 

Jam te i^tar ninas teaao, form 
<Qfud tttpidAft?) tmoi inn, 



:* 



■Pww I ag^^mbnice Ihee, 

^^ ^T«J' me, Wtnioo, w^y tboi 

Again mjr longing arms iafe 

Agwa, DijF waa, ngpio I ^A 

Thia, like mo#t of the termB of 
modem Ulln poets, is lafcenfromj 

vulgar aod ealloqaia} is Us tioe. «i 
tiMclegaQcles of the modam 

I^MSeaatiwaUudaaiatei 
oioig of his. poeiq^pii 
€3an 
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hen pleasured bloomy season gkyvrs, 
16 Graces love to twine the rose.^, 
ie rose is warm Dtone's bliM» 
id flushes like Dione^s l&s ! 
't has the poet^s m^ic longfue 
le rose^s f^ir luxuriance sung^ ; 
)d loug* the Vfuses, heavenly maids, 
ave rear'd il in ttieir tuaeful shades^ 
hen, at the early g^latice of morn, 
sleeps upon the g^littenngf thorn, 

TluroMisioarrn Dione's blisSyeic] Bellaii, in a 
te upiiti an uid French poet, quoting the origiaal 
re ctufo^icrun *v fltdv/>/Met, translates it, ** coining les 
hces el ni^iiardiars «le V§nu».*' 

Oft has the p'tet^s magic tongue 
The rose's fair ktxurinnee sung; etc] The fol- 
ving \A a fra^^nellt of the LeMbian poetess. It If 
:ed ID the lomancn of Achilles Faiius, who appears 
hare re«»o(ved the Duint>er» into prose. Ei toic 

tf Avbtmv tCetcrtKiut. yii( %ti k&r/u0c« ^utttf cty- 
.ia-jutt,, o^QstK/uoe Avdtctv^ Ktt/metvos %^ubti/Jt%^ Koex- 

4rt<r«\oy to :E*<pugm yKcS^» 

If Jere would give the leafy bowees 
▲ queen for all their world of flowers. 
The jnose would be the choice of Jove, 
And blush, the queeo of every gprove. 
Sweetest child of weeping momifigy 
Gem, the vest of earth adoroiDg, 
Eye of flowerets, glow of lawas. 
Bud of beauty, nursM by dawns : • 



f 

tt". 
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When revel reigns, wh. 
And Bacchus beams in 
Our rosy fillets scent ex 
And fill with balm the f 
Oh! there is nought in i 
Where roses do not shec 
When morning paints tl 
Her fingers burn with n 
TJie nymphs display the 
It mantles o'er their gra< 

Soft the soul of love it 
Cypria's brow with im 
And, to the Zeph> r's y 
Diffuses all its verdanl 
Till, glowing with the 
It blushes a diviner ra' 

• 

ff^en morning paints the * 
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Through Cy therea^s form it glows, 
And mingles v7iththe living snows. 
The rose distils a healing balm, 
The beating pulse of pain to calm ; 
Preseryes the cold inurned clay^ 
And mocks the vestige of decay : 

Preserves the cold inurned clay, etc. ] Here he al- 
ludes to the use of the rose in embaliiiiiig ; and, per- 
luips (as tiaraes thinks,) to ihe ros> unguent with 
which Venus anoiuted the <:or|>8e of Hector, x ionier's 
Iliidd -^ It inav hkewise regard the ancient practice 
of putting ^arlandn of roses on the dead, as in Statius, 
Theb. lib. x 782. 

— — — hi sertis, hi veris honore soluto 
Accumulant anus patnaque in sede reponunt 
Corpiis odoratuni. 

Where *' ver)» hoiior,^* ihout^b ii mean every k\o4L 
of flowers, may seem mure particul^irly to reter to the 
rose, which our poet ui another ode calls ««^»( /uLtKtt^dL, 
We read in the HierogUphicn of Pieiioit, lib. Iv. that 
some of the aiicieuts used tu order in their wilU, that 
roses should i>e annually scattered oti their lOinb, and 
he has adduced some sepulchral inscriptions to this 
purpose. 

^nd mocks ihe vestige oj decay ] W hen he says that 
ibis flower prevails over mne itself, he siiil alludes to 
its efficacy in emt)alinent ^lenera poueret ossa rosSl. 
FTop^i-t. lib. i. elfg. 17,) or perhaps to the subsequent 
idea of its fragrance survivint; u>< tn^aut^ ; for he can 
scarcely mean to praise foi duration the .** niinium 
breves flores^^of the rose. Philostratus compares :hi8 
flower with love, and itays, thai ihe> both oefy the 
influence of time; ;^poyoi> S* isrt Epttp^ «t« go/« otJ'if* 
Uiifortunatt^ly the simihtude iiei aoi in their daration^ 
bat their transience. 



Venus appeared, in flus 
j. Mellow'd by ocean's br 

■* When, io the starry coi 

_ - ' '^^^^ pregnant bram of n 

§U ]^'«cIo8'd the nymph of : 

I Then, then, in strang-c e 

/ The earth produced an i 

t Which aprungr, with bias 

y And wanton'd o'er its v. 

The gods beheld this bri, 

-And haiiy the Rose, the 

With nectar drops, a rul 

The sweetly orient buds 

^' as m youth, its halm 

I>iffusss odour e^en in dsai 

Wiw. in bi8 Ritus Nuptmruro : 



I .' 
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And bade them bJoom, the flowers divine 
Of him who sheds the teeming vine ! 
And bade them oo the spangied thorn 
Expand their bosoms to the morn. 



ODE LVI.* 

He, who instrucis the youthful cre^ 
To bathe them in the brimmer^s dew, 

thor of the " Pervigiiiam Venpns" (a poem attribated 
to CaiulluA, (he style of which appears to me to have 
all the lalK>ored luxuriance of a much later period) 
ascribes the tincture of the rose to tbe blood froin the 
wound of Adoni;»-^ 

' ros86 

Fu«e apriuo de cruore— 

according to the emendation of Lipsius. In the fol 
lowing epigram this hue it» JitTerentiy accounted for : 

Ilia quidem studiosa suum defendere Adonim, 
Gradivus itiricto quern petit ense feroz, 

Affixii duris vestigia caeca rosetis, 
Albaque divino picta cruore rosa est. 

While the enamoured queen of joy 
Flies to protect her lovely boy, 

On whom thejealotis war-god rushes; 
She treads upon a tborned rose» 
And while the wound with crimson flowi^ 

The snowy floweret feels her blood and blushes ! 

* " Compare with this elegant ode the verses of Us,, 
lib. i. die VVeinlese." Degen. 

This appoars to be one of (he hymns which wera 
«uqg; at tlM aeiurcrsary festival of the vintaga ; oua 



wtvit 



Which, spaxkling in the ci 
1 j. niuminate the sons of earl 

'■ -'^nd when the ripe and vei 

Sweet iuCant of the pregn-d 
Which now in mellow clus 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosj 
The heaFCDly stream shall 
To balsam every mortal w« 

of the fTTih^uot u/tAtoty as our p, 
ia the fidy-ninth ode. We catii 
ruliar veneratiou for ifae.se rehc.^ 
> iquity. Horace may be suppos 
nincleenth ode of his second h 
uAh of the ttiird* for tome J.ac 
of this kind. 

Which tparkl&ig^ in the cup o 
JBuminafe the ions of earth 
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No youth shall tlien be wan or weak. 
For dimpliog healih shall li^bt the cheek ; 
No heart shall then despoadiuii: sigh, 
For wine shall bid despondence fly ! 
Thus — till another auiumn^s g^low 
Shall bid another vintage flow 1 



ODE LVll.* 

And whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean^s bed ? 
And in a frenzied Sig^ht of soul 
Sublime as heaven's eternal pole, 
Imag'inc thus, in semblance warm, 
The Queen of Love's voluptuous form 

* This ode ti> a very animated de«cription of a pic- 
tun of Vcfoas on a discus, which represented the tcod- 
dess in her first emergence troiD the waveti. Ahout 
ffvo centuries after our poet wrote, the pencil of (he 
artist Apelleit em^jelliiiht-d this) tiuhjed, ie his famous 
paiuting of the Venus Anad><xneo^ the mudei of 
which, as Pliny infoiins u.o« wa> (he bamatiAil Cam- 
pupe, given to him b\ Alexander; though, accord- 
■( to Kmlalis Comes, lii> vii. 'lap. 16. it was Phryue 
wJlo sat to Apeltes for the face and breast of this 
Vmm. 

There are a few blemishes in the reading of the 
dde before us, which have influenced Faber, Heyne, 
Bninck, etc. to denounce the whcrfe poem as spurioa?. 
Non ^o paucis (^endar macalis. I think il is oeaii<» 
tifal enough to ^•4- authentic 

And whoae immortal hand could shed 

Uftn this disk the 6cean''s bed?] The abrupinesa of 



Y'^^^ ^s the leaf, that summer 

h I t ' '^''^''''^ ""'^^ ^^^ glassy sea; 

? ^ ^*^'^ fl" 'ts upon the ocean's bn 

I ' ^Vhicb undulates in sleepy re<i{ 

And stealing on, she gently pill 

; Her bosom on rbe amorous bill 

Her bo8.>m, like the humid rosi 

T • Her neck, like dewrj-sparkliug 

( 

«/»* TIC vopivff-t 4JroirTor, 18 finelj «- 
. den admiraiion. and i» one of rho«c 

r . we cnnor but .clnurB ,„ ,b^„ ^^^^ 

. • ?"*-"' "n^atioD, fhey are now became 

I fc ^ '^^^^''^crtd scenes qf lave, 

J«ft here ba« all the del.ca.e charac 
ijeduc.a Venu«, «„d » the «wecte«t e 
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ume the liquid path she (races, 
id burn frit bin tbe stream^s embraces, 
languid luxury soft she glides, 
icircled by the azure tides, 
ke some fair lily, faint with ureepiog, 
>on a bed of violets sleeping ! 
ineath their queen's inspiring glance, 
le dolphins o'er the green sea dance, 
taring in triumph young Desire, 
nd baby Love ivitb smiles of fire ! 
hMe, sparkling on the silver wayes, 
le tenants of tbe briny caves 
-ound the pomp in eddi^ P^^fy 
id g^eam along the watery way. 

I be iiotora.** iNeither Catallm nor Gray have been 
hM» opiaioQ. The former has the exprastioo. 

En hac in roseis latet papiUis^ 

idthaliBaer, 

La ! where the rofty-boeoin*d boar*, etc. 

3rottU8, a modem Latiuist, nuicht indeed be cen- 
«d fur loo vague an ate of the epithet ** rosy ,*' whea 
applies it lo ihe ••yen : *'e roseis ocniia.*' 
^_-_ young Duirt^ etc.] In the original 
il^^y who was the datne deity with Jocim among 
r Itoaians. -Vurelius Aogurelloii baa a poem b^gia- 

Invitat oH m Baccbva ad coenam taoa 
Coroun, Jocam, CapidiQeBii. 
iBCh nimell hat clotely imitated : 

Gay Bacchus, liking Gstcoart's wine, 

A odUe meal bespoke ns ; 
And for tbe guests that were to dine, 
firoQght Comas, Lore, and Jocas, etc. 



No. let tbe false dese 
Forwlio would court 
Bui, when I feci my li 
No more by lies of go 

• I h*ie follo<r>-d tian 

pein-il to me ihc more na 
fV/tn gold, .u^fiul ai ; 

Eicapfi likt n^yfaithtii 
'O tfim»i i x/'"!. 

tbutt wuiii,. ■, a^si, 
marked: for Chr^iiiH, Mh 
a tr.{|iKiii name (br d ,ln 

where ihs folloveii 0/ U 
fiibea. Ttw puiip ot ihe an 
more vapid thau our own ; 
rccgrded al Diogeau, 
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I loosen all my clingiDgf cares, 
And cast them to the vagrant airs. 
Then, then I feel the Muse^s spell, 
And wake to life the dulcet shell ; 
The dulcet shell to beauty sings, 
And love dissolves along the strings I 
Thus, when my heart is sweetly taught 
How little gold deserves a thought. 
The winged slave returns once more, 
And with him wafts delicious store 
Of racy wine, whose balmy art 
In slumber seals the anxious heart t 
Ag^in he tries my soul to sever 
From love and song, perhaps for ever I 
Away, deceiver' why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my hearths undoing ? 
Sweet is the song of amorous fire ; 
Sweet are the sighis that thrill the lyre ; 
Oh ! sweeter far than all the gold 
The waftage of thy wings can hold. 
I well remember all thy wiles ; 
They witherM Cupid^s flowery smiles, 
And o^er his harp such garbage shed, 
i thought its angel breath was fled ! 

mechanical ornament by any one who can feel itjs 
charm in those lines of Catuilus, where he complaiu's 
•f the infidelity of bis mistress, Lcsbia. 

Cceli, Lesbia nostra, Ijesbia ilia. 
Ilia Lesbia, quam CatuUas unaroy 
Plus quam se atque suoa amavit omneii 
Nunc, etc. 

i sic omnia dixisset ! but (he rest does not bear citation. 



V 



w ' ^ "^P*8«>on'd seeks the shafW} 

,. Where, in the tempting ^nise < 

r Keclining sleeps some witching 

Whose sunny charms but half 
Blush through the bower, that 
¥ Excludes the kisses of the wir 

I ': ' The virgrin wakes, the glowins 

i: Allures her to th' embrace of j 

I ; Swears that the herbage hea^e 

t y^^^ sacred as the nuptial bed ; 

, I That laws should never bind dc 

j- r, -^^*^'<>^« was nature's holiest fir 

/ ; ^J^'^'^^^i^ herbage heaven hui 

. TVas sacred as the nuptial bed ; eU 

[. tj "^'^ »>" been variously interpreted. S 

for oiir author's purity, have supposes 

onlyperwiadeshertoapremalp^, 
undemaad from the worda^^o/orir ^ 
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The virgin weeps, the virgin sighs ; 
He kissM her lips, he kissM her eyes ; 
Ttie sigh was balm, the tear was dew> 
They only raisM his flame anew. 
And uh ! he stole the sweetest flower 
That ever bloom'd in any bower ; 
Such is the madness wine imparts, 
Whene'er it steals on youthful hearts. 



ODE LX.* 

Awake to life, my dulcet shell, 

To Phcebus all thy sighs shall swell ; 

And though no glorious prize be thine, 

No Pythian wreath around thee twine, 

Yet every hour is glory's hour, 

To him that gathers wisdom's flower ! 

Then wake thee from thy magic slawbers, 

Breathe to the soft and Phrygian numbers, 

* This hymn to Apollo is supposed not to have been 
written by Anacreon, it certainly is rather a soblimer 
fi^ht than the Teian wing is accustomed to soar. But 
ve ought not to judge from this diversity of style, in a 
|K)et of whom time has preserved such partial relict. 
If we knew Horace but as a satirist, should we easily 
believe there could dwell sach animation in his lyre !* 
SuidaD Sftys that our poet wrote hyinns, and this per- 
haps is one of them. We can perceive in what an al- 
tered and imperfect state his works are at present, 
when we find a scholiast upon Horace citing an ode 
from the third book of Anacreen. 

7* 
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"ni 8i|^iis retpoDSJira sc 

Muse of the lyre ilJume 

Thy Phoebus is my fan« 

^nd hallow'd is the har 

And hallow'd is the wrc 

HallowM by him, the g< 

Who modulates the chc 

I sing the loFe which B 

Around the godheads yi 

I sing the blushing Dapl 

From this sethereal yout 

And how the tender, tim 

Flew panting to the kinc 

And how the tender, timid 
FlewpanHng to the kindly 

To /ttr tKJn^tvy 
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Resign^ a form, too tempting fair. 
And grew a Terdant laurel there ; 
Whose leaves, with sympathetic thrill. 
Id terror secmM to tremble still ! 
The god pursued, with wingM desire ; 
And when his hopes were all on fire. 
And when he thought to hear the sigh 
With which enamoured virgins die, 
He only heard the pensive air 
Whispering amid her leafy h»ir ! 
But oh, my soul ! no more— no more ! 
Enthusiast, whither do I sear ? 
This sweetly-madd'ning dream of sofil 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 
Why shoald I sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts. 
When sure the lay, with sweeter tone, 
Can tell the darts that wound my own ? 
Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teian lyre : 

SHU b$ Anacreon, slill inspire 

The descant of the Teian lyre ;] The otiginal is 
Tov AvAft^Mr^A fitiftit. I have translated ft onder 
^ SQppoflition that the hymn is by Anacreon ; though 
I fear, iTom this very line, that his claim to it caa 
scarcely he tupported. 

T«ir Aveiic^ff0rT«t^»/bc«, ** Imitate AnacMon.** Such, 
it the lesson given us by the lyrist ; end if, in poetry, 
a Mmplc elegance of sentinnent, Aoriclted by the most 
playful felicities of fanc} , be a cbBrm which invites or 
deserves imitation, where sbali we find such a guide 
as Anacreon? In morality too, with some little re- 



^ 



AwAy ! I hate ihe slanderous . 

Which steals to wound ih' uii\ 

I v,..hto8a> Tcv AvuKpiovrctf^,^^ 

,^*^'"^ *'"^« -^ l^'^t ■>t ine odHS ., 
whose auihorii, confirms the genui, 
all, though a fetirnave stolen a^nong 
we m.j he».taie m attributing to , 
mtle .,y prefixed to th.. .ransiatir 
Barnes has quoted this manuscript i 

upon an ..nperfect copy of it which 
akeii; 1 shall just mention two or 
this inBccurac) , the first which occu, 
of ihe i/ove, on the woru. Una-oKn 
8H>', " V atican .Vi6. cry(r»,;t^«,, eu 

to," though the >i^. read. ec/K**A«4 
imerlmed. t»egen ,00, on ihe same 
i pn error, la the twontj-secoad ode 
r thirteenth, then iVjy. h«s «..-, u 
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l:nd wheo the youth, whose burning soul 
las felt the Paphian star's control, 
Vhen he the liquid lays shall hear, 
lis heart w\\\ ilutter to his ear, 
ind drinking there of song divine,- 

teinquet on intellectual wine ! 

t 

ODE LXL* 

tolden hues of youth are fled ; 
loary locks deform my head. 
Moqiny graces, dalliance gay, 
Ul the flowers of life decay. 

* The intrusioQ of this melaochoTy ode, among the 
sreless levitied of oar poet, has always remiuded me 
^ihe skeletons which the Egyptians used to haog up 
11 their banquet- rooms, to inculcate a thought of mor- 
ality even amidst the dissipation? of mirth, if it were 
lOt for the tiebuty of its numbers, the Teian Muse 
bould disown this ode. Quid habet^illius illius quae 
pirabat amorer* ? 

To Stobapus we are indebted for it.. 

Sloomy graces^ daliiance gay. 

All the flowers of life decay.] Horace often, witk 
eelin^ and elegance, deplores the fugacity of human 
Enjoyments See book ii. ode 11 ; and thus in the 
econd episcte 'Hx>k ii. 

Singula de nobis anni prsedantur euntcs. 
Eripuere jocos, venerem, coavivia, ludum. 

' The wing of every passmg da> 
Withers some blooming joy away ; 




w«uj cne jonmey, sad 

And, the gloomy lra\ 
Ah ! we can return n 

And wafti* from our € 
Tbe banquct^s mirth, 

Dreary is the thought ( 
libertine French poet, hai 
the approach of death, fal 
repentance. Chaah'eu, \\o\ 
sistently the spirit of the Ep 
his poem, addressed to tbe \ 

Plus j*approche da teraie et 

I shall leave it to tb» man 
here : it is impossible to be v 
subject. 
And^ the gloomy travel o^ 
Ah! toe can return no 
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ODE LSII.* 

Fill me, boy, as deep a drangiit. 
As e^er was fiUM as e'er was quaffM ; 
Bat let the water amply flow. 
To cool the grape's intemperate glow ; 

* This ode conststs of two fragments, which are to 
be found in Athenaeus, book x. and which Baraef, 
from the similarity of their tendency, has combined 
Into one. I think this a very justifiable liberty, and 
iave adopted it in some other fragments of our poet. 

Degen refers us here to verses of Uz, lib. ir. der 
Prinker. 

l^ut let the water ampfy^ow. 

To cool the grape'^s intemperate glow ; etc] It was 
Atnphiclyon who first taught the Greeks to mis watsr 
with their wine : in commemoration of which circum- 
itance they erected altars to Bacchus and the nymphs. 
On this mythological allegory the following epigram is 
bonded : 

Ardentum ex utero Semeles lavere Lyseum 
Naiades extincto fulroinis igne sacri ; 

Cum nymphis igitur Iractabilis, at sine nymphis 
Caodenti rursos fulmine corripitur. 

Pierius Valerianas. 
Which is, aon rerbum verbo. 

While heavenly fire consumM his Theban dame, 
A Naiad caught young Bacchus from the flame, 

And dippM him burning in her purest lymph ; 
Still, still be loves the sea-maid*8 crystal urn. 
And when his native fires infuriate bum. 

He bathes him in the fountain of the nymph. 
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ODE LXIV.* 

Haste thee, nymph, whose winged speiar 
Wounds the fleeting moantain-deer ! 
Dian, Jove's immortal child, 
Huntress of the savage wild ! 
Goddess with the sun- bright hair ! 
Listen to a people's prayer. 
Turn, to Lethe's river turn, 
There thy vanquish'd people mourn ! 

*Thi8 hymn to Diana is extant in HephseitioD. 
There is an anecdote of our poet which has led some 
(o doabt whether he ever wrote any odes of thiv kind, 
it 18 related by the scholiast upon Pindar (Isthinionic. 
•d. ii. V. 1. at cited by Barnes.) Anacreon being 
•sked why he addressed all his hymns to women, and 
none to the deities f answered, *< Because women are 
my deities.** 

I hare assumed the same liberty in reporting this 
anecdote, 'which I have done in translating some of 
the odes ; and it were to be wished that these little 
ofidelities were always considered pardonable in the 
Qlerpretation of the ancients : thus when nature is 
•rgotten in the original, in the translation ** tamen 
iique recnrret.** 

rum, to Lethe's river tum. 

There thy vanfuieh*d people mourn !] Lethe, a 
iver of Ionia, according to iitrabu, tailing into the 
4eander : near to it was situated tiie town Magnesia, 
t favour of whose inhabitanU our poet is supposed to 
lave addressed this supplication to Diana. It was 
rritten (as Madame Dacier conjectures) on the occa- 
isQ of some battle, in which the Magnesians hid 
lean defeated. 

Vet. IV. a 
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iji t Like some wanton silh 

,r. Maid of Thrace ! thou 

ij: - Wanton filly I tell me i 

> f- •! Thou trip'st away, with 

And seem'st to think m 

I Is novice in the hridhng 

Believe me, girl, it is nc 

„ Tbou'it find this skilful I 

J , . The reios upon that ten< 

; ' However wild, however 

^ . Thou'lt own fhat I can t 

y ] ^«id turn and wind thee 

5 f 

» • This ode, which if add 

2""^ «»'8t8 ia Heraclides, aoi 
'. frequently by Horace, aa all 
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;h wasting now tbj careless hours, 
sport amid the herbs and flowers, 
soon shalt feel the rein^s control, . 
*emble at the wish^d-for goal I 



ODE LXVI,* 

ie, the Queen of oymphs diyine, 
It of all tlHit fiiirest shine ; 
36, thoa blirt l M ng young Desire, 
mlfftt the world wttk darts of fire I 
h ! thou imptiaJ Few, to thee 
>ear'8t of life the ft'BwfliaTi kejr; 
ling my soul in ^fetgrant jpniMC, 
reaving wild my yolm la^a* 

lis ode is introduced m the Romance of Theo- 
Prodromus, and is that kind of ^pithalamium 
was sung like a scolium at the nuptial ban- 

ng the many workR of' the impassioned Sappho, 
:h time and ignorant superstitioa have deprived 
loss of her epithalamiums is not one of the least 
! deplore. A subject so interesting to an amo- 
icy, was warmly felt and mast have been warm- 
ribed, by such a soul and iuch an imagination, 
lowiug lines are cited as a relic of one of her 
amiums : 

iTfXff', f;^fic cTf (veifBtvof Af s^dts. 
Scaliger, iA_his Poetics, an the Epithalamium. 



Phiys over all her blushing' charms, 
Delav not, snatch her to thine arms 
Hcibre the level}', trembling prey. 
Like a younp^ birdling, wing away '. 
Oh ! Slratoclcs, impassion'd youth I 
Dear to the Queen of atnoroas trut 
And dear to her, whose yielding zo' 
Will soon resign her all thine own; 
Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye, 
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sig' 
To those bewitching beauties turn ; 
For thee they mantle, flush, and bu 
Not more the rose, the queen of flo' 
Outblushes all the glow of bowers, 
Than she unrivaPd bloom discloses, 
The sweetest rose, where all are ro 
Oh ! may the sun, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o^er thy bed ; 
And foster there an infant tree, 
To blush like her, and bloom like th 
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ODE LXVII * 

rTLS youth ! whose looks assume 
1 a sofi and g^irlish bloom, 
<, repulsive, why refuse 
friendfihii) which m}' heart pursues? 
u little kouw'st the fond oonirol 
b which thy virtue reins my soul ! 

lo« illf- carpitur, et Graecis Knirof irt to i^nCttitt 

ly I remark tliat the author df the Greek version 
is charming ode of Catullus, has neglected a 
ittriking and anacreontic beaut> \u thos«' verseSi 
Bob lu septis, etc." which i** the repetition of the 

* Muiti illuut j)UHri. mults qptavere puellse/* 
the «lighi aittration of uulli and nulls. Catullus 
ilf, how»>ver, ha.« been '«quaily iiijudicioas in his 
»n of the fan>ou8 ode- of Sappha; he bus irans- 

yWkucrAt t/jtt^oif^ iiut takes no notice of aVu 
rets. Horace ttus caught the spirit of it more 
ully : 

Dalce ridentf^m Lalagen amabo 
Dulce loqueniera. 

have formed this poem of three or four different 
lents, which is a lii'erty that perhaps may be 
ed by tht example of BarueSi, who has thus com- 
the fifiy-sev* -iih o( hi» edition, and the little ode 
nui|( #t{^ v^Agi 9*i* c<f OF) • mai^ which he has 
ined lo the epii^iauis. 

e fragmenis cunibineo in this ode, arc the sinty- 
tb, niuei} MXtb, nin* ij -Aeveuih, aud hundredth 
krnes* ediuon, to whi< b 1 refer the reader ior iho 
8 of the authors by whom they are pre;se£red. 



1 

V 

( 



Nature ha. never form'd to eee 
i he beauties of simplicity ! 
Simplicity the flo,ver ot heaven, 
To souls elect, by nature given ! 

ODE LX VIII.* 

RiCB in WisMproadl, scorn 
The stream of Amaltbea^i horn : 

Of the TarteMian prince my own ; 

njan 8 intercourse with youth : 

Que cherchfi par le!» jeuoe* ge 
*'oorleuwerreu,MpU.i„d.„,d„,^ 
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er through his train of years, 
zt'im of deelintng^ fearsy 
tie hofar of joy to me 
h a dull eternity I 



ODE LXIX.* 

eptnae^s sullen month appears, 

gfry night cloud swells with tears , 

^ag'e storms infuriate driven, 

wling in the face of heaven ! 

low, my friends, the gathering gloom 

:>seate rays of wine illume : 

)ile our wreaths of parsley spread 

adeless foliage roatad our head, 

lymn th' almighty power of wine, 

ed libations on his shrine ! 



ODE i XX.t 

wave the lotos band to deck, 

n with pensile wreath their neck ; 

I is composed of two fragments ; the se?en- 

1 eighty -first in Barnes. They are both found 

thius. 

ee frai^ments form tbia little ode, all of which 

lerved in Athenaeas. I'hej are the eighty- 

seventy-fifth, and eighty-third, in Barnes. 



..- - -v^-' 
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ODE LXXI.* 

A BROKEN cake, with honey sweet, 
Is *!l my spare and simple treat : 
And while a gfenerous bowl I crown 
To float my little banquet down, 

^nd every gn€3t to thade his head. 

Thrte urn breathing chapUts sprea* 

P--rre, to give an idea of the lmariou8 e 

wh.ch garlands were held by the andent 

anecdote of a couri*>zan. who, in order to « 

over., without leaving cau8e for jealousy 

them, ffave a kias to one, let the other drki 

anr< n„, a garla, d on the brow of the thi 

each was sati.fipd with his favour, and flattc 

With ihe preference. 
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i the soft, the amorous lyre, 
ling of lovers delicious fire ! 
'thful measures, warm and free, 
> dear maid, and nog for thee I 



ODE LXXII.* 

tvreDty chords my lyre is hnog'^ 
while I wake them all for thee^ 
O virgin, wild and young, 
>ort'8t in airy levity. 

irsling fawa, that in some shade 
ntlerM mother leaves behind, 

;8 I have formed from the eighty-fourth and 

ifth of Barnes* edition. The two fragment! 

id in \thenfeii8 

wrMUng/htDn^ ihaim some sfuuU 

nfier*d mother leaves behind, etc] In the 



Hrned" here, undoubtedly, spems a strange 
; Madame Dacier however observes, that So- 
.Callimachos, etc. have ail applied it in the 
tie manner, and she beems to agree in the con> 

of the scholiast upon Pindar, that perhnpf 
le not always peculiar to the males. I think 

with more ea^e conclude it to be a license o£ 
t, •* jossit habere poellam cornuA." 
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r ARK tnee well, perfi 
Mv ^oul too long- on es 
D.la\»d, i^erfidious gii 
I" now on w\ufr for li^ 
I 6y to seek a kindlie 
Since thou bast ceas'c 
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ODE 1 

I BLOOMED awhile, ao I 
Tai love approached oi 

• This fragmfint i*. pn» 
Aristophanea, and m «he «■{ 

f Thii is to be found i 
•%hty-nintb of B«meM'« «^. 
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And made my tender branches feel 
I The wouods of his aveog^ng^ steel. 
I TheD, then I feeL, like some r>oor vrillow 

That tosses on the wintry billovr ! 



I 



ODE LXXV.* 

UovARCR LoTe ! reristles!! bov. 
With whom the rosy Qaeen of Joy, 
And nymphs, that glance ethereal blue, 
DtHporting tread the rnoun tain-dew ; 
Propitious^ oh ! receive my si^hs, 
Which, burning with entreaty, rise; 
That tboa wilt whisper to the breast 
Of her I love tby soft behest ; 
And counsel her to learn from thee. 
The lesson thou hast taught to me. 
Ah ! if my heart no ffattery tell. 
ThouUt own IVe learned that lesson well 



ODE LXXVl.t 

Spirit of Love, whose tresses shine 
Along the breeze, in golden twine ; 

* This fragment is preserved by Dion Chrysostom, 
Oral. ii. do Regno See Barnes, 93. 

f*Thi» fragment, which is eitant in Athenaeas 
(Barnes 101,) is sapposod, oa ttie authority of Chamse- 



Smiles at the hoar and silverM hoes, 
Which time upon my forehead strews. 
Alas 1 I fear she kieps her charms, 
In store for younger, happier arms 1 

leon. lo have iteen addresued to Sappho. W 
al!»o a atanza ailnbuted to tier, which some ron 
have supposed to be her aiiitwer to Anacreoo. 
par malheur (as Bayle 8a>>,) Sappho viot aa 
envirouccntou cent viogtanb avaat Anacreon. 
velles de la Rf'p deft Lett torn it de Novembi 
Thr following is her fragment, the compUi 
which is ver> finel> imagined : ^he sappoies t 
Muse has dictated the ver»eM of Aoacreoii ; 
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ODE LXXVII.* 

HmiER, g^entle Muse of mine, 
Come and teach thy votary old, 

Many a gulden hymn dirioe, 
For the nymph with vest of gold. 

Fretty nympb^ of tender age. 
Fair thy silky locks unfold ; 

Tjisten to a hoar} sage, 

Sweetest maid with rest of gold ' 



ODE LXXVIII.1 

Would that I were a tuneful lyre. 

Of bnmishM ivory fair; 
Which, in the Dionysian choir, 

Some blooming boy should bear ! 

Would that I were a golden vase. 
And then some nymph should hold 



* This is formed of (he 124ih and 119(h frag:ineQU 
. in Btmes, both of which are to be found in S€a!igcr*s 
Poetics. 

De P&ow thinks that those detaohed lines and cou- 
plets, which Scaligcr has adduced as examples in bis 
Poetics, are by no means aaibentio^ bat •f his own 
ftbrication. 

f This is generally inserted among the remains of 
Alcseus. Some, however, have attributed it to Ana- 
creoo. See oorpoct^s t wenty-sQcpo^ edf , and Ibc n0te.«. 
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"^hich blanching t 
TJ^ponhis wing of g. 
Ht passes with an < 
And flitting on he s 
' Fare thee well, tb 



ti 
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CirpiD,t whose lamr 
Which lightens oar i 
Cupid within my boj 
Excites a strange an 
»Vliich pleases, thou^ 
And teases, though d 



* S«e Barneg. 173M 
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Ijet*" me resign a wretched breath. 

Since now remains to me 
No other balm than kindly death, 

To sooth my misery \ 



l\ know thou lovM a brimming measure^ 
And art a kindly cordial host ; 

fiat let me fill and drink at pleasure, 
Thus I enjoy the goblet most. 



1} PEAR that love disturbs my rest, 
Yet feel not love's impassioned care, 

* This fragment is extant in Arsenius upd Hepbxs- 
tioa. See Barnes, (69,) who ha^ arranged the mefre 
of it yevy elegantly. 

t Barnes, 72d. This fragment, which is quoted by 
Athenaeu8, i» an excellent lesson for the votaries of 
Jupiter Uospitalis. 

X This fragment is in Hephaestion. See Barnes, 
95th. 

Catullus expresses something of this contrariety of 
fcdings: 

Odi et amo ; quan id faciam fortasse requiris ; 
Mescio : sed fieri sentio, et excracior. 

Carm. 53. 

I love thee and hate thee, but if I cao tall 
The cause of my love and my hate, nmj I die 

I can feel it, atort I cqn feel it too well. 
That I love thee and hate thee,btjit cannot (ell why. 




- — Kume I'll Boa 

or Lore iotoxica 






«ry«al ^,er, rab, 
;^eave the frontlei, 

^ •nrrender all my soi 

• Thi» al,o i, in HeDb» 
■ 'nent of ,ome poem ; . 



OX>Kt OF ANACREOV* 18i5 

iMONo the Epigrams of the Aotholo^a, there 
are eome panegyrics oo Anacreon, vvhich I 
had translated, and originally intended as a 
kind of Corunis to the work : hut ■! found, 
upon consideration, (hat they wantexi va- 
riety: a frequent recnrr*»nce of the same 
thought, within the limits of an epitaph, to 
which they are confined, would render a 
tioilection of them rather nninteresting. I 
shall take the liherty, however, of suh join- 
ing a few, that I may not appear to have 
totally neglected those eleg^anf trihut*f> to 
the reputation of Anacreon. The four epi- 
grams whirh I give are imputed to Antipater 
Sidunius. They are rendered, cerltaps. with 

■ too much freedom ; bufdesigning a transla- 
tion of all that are on the subject. \ imagined 
it was necessary to enliven their uniformitj 
by sometimes indulging in the liberties of 
paraphrase. 



VAAAOI rtr^AxefufJi$ot, Avctx^io?, «/«fi «-• 

tififit, Tf x*tfA.t»vmi ro/i^v/iftty 9-fToix«* 
tiiytti i"* dLfynot^tot uintBxt^otvro ^«xaeic«'«f, 

u it Tic ^di/ufro<c ;^/>//u«'T«Tet< tvp^oruftt^ 
• Tfl ^<Xoy rif^ac, ^<Xf , fitt^CiTOv, m ruf «•!/« 
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j«r or me' ] 
W)m what Cicefo m. 
to have been a kind 
Orat, li^). X, cap. 7 
respecting this poet, « 
hw illness and death, i 
bj Pliny and others ; j 
but a feir epigrams in 
«re these I have selecte 
"jains have been somefi 
f <h« «wnc name, of i< 
lowing account : «» Am 
^pore Angu„i Caesa 
i7'aaem, uicut constat i 

Bathyllum primos fuisse 

claruisse, satis nofum ex 

The reader, who think: 

« ftrwige oversight m Hoi 

cle from Vossins, Lexic. I 



^ ODSfl OF ANACKSON. liT 

And maaj Ibnot shall there distil. 
And maoy a rill refresh the flowers ; 

But moe shall g'ush lo every rill. 
And every fount be milky showers. 

Tbtts, shade of him whom Nature taug^bi 
To tuoe his lyre and ^oul to pleasure, 

^Who gave to love his wannest thought. 
Who g^ve to love his fondest measure ! 

Thus, after death, if spirits ieel, 
Thou may^st from odours round thee stream- 
ing, 
A pube of past ^oyment steal, 

And live agaia in blissful dreaming ! 



Tv ett/T«, US TO? dftVTOr. 

VTMBOZ Ay««(ff«VT«c. i Tnict Mtd«/t MfxMc 

*]/ut|0t* Sdti »i0'e* XUfKoc oimi* htBof. 
Oil/* AiiWf €-01 »f4»Ttfc etva-Cta-tv ni^ Ap^f/ovTCf 

HxRX sleeps Aoacreoa in this ivied shade ! 
Here mute in death the Teian swan is laid, 

mentator ; but he more than <mce confounds Brodaeus 
with another aniuXator on the Anthologia, Vinrentius 
Obvopoeus, who has given a translation of the epjgram. 
- ' the TVton twan it iaid.] Thus Horace of 
findar: 

Malta DircKum levat aucal crycnuiD. 
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M D» ealbgins. 

Awa/oc Ayotit/)icrTa, 

God of die ^rape tl 
in Hriiie»8 beivildc 

The fairest Mivan thi 
Aloiig the Mum% 

The Teian, nuPM»d with all i 

The voona: l>^.«iTe%, light Lo 

««//, ^m we catch thy lyn 

Siniofude», »p«akiii(f of oui i 
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.#DK8 OF ANACRBON. 189 

d still thy SODS of soft Bathylla bloom, 
)en as the ivy round the mouldering tomb^ 
r yet has death obscurM thy fire of love, 
1, still it lights thee through the Elysian 

grove ; 
i dreams are thine, that bless th' elect 

alone, 
1 Venus calls thee even in death her own-! 



T« aOT«, fIC Til' OtUTOF. 
IKH, Toe^Olr vat^^ Kirov AViXJC^f/OVTOC ItfAUl^fi 

taor ifjiii a-roStu^ ^ri/croy, ^'aevoc, o^^« JCfv oiyap 

Ic ptxxKfttiTH rovT^Q^oe gtp/uoy<»c, 

Of y*f*n /JtipoTt^f ^otftf o9iiAOfA%YOf.* 

icai- {>t>e. ri upon v^omen, preserved by StobseaS- 

oe yvfctizmf, 

e iimi judge from the Hoes I have just quoted, 
the ini(>(.>ri of the epigram before us, that the 
ks of Anatreon were perfect in the times of ^mo- 
s and Antipaier. Ohsopoeus, the comiilentalor 
, appears to exult in their destruction, and tethng 
ley were burned by the bishops and patnarchs, he 
», **nec saoii id necquicqu tm feoerunt,*^' attribu- 
to this outrage an effect which it could never pro- 

The spirit of \nacreon utters these verses from 
tomb, somt-wMat *'' mutatus ab iUo,** ai least ia , 
ilicitj^ o( ezpresaioQ. 
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.« - u voarwrrar oy no umbim of a 

Aussi c'esi pour cela que 

. I La (oujoure jiisteinent d»i 

,( Conjrne uo franc goguc na 

» Ami de billets-doux et df 

Ui -^ See the vertes prefixed lo 

f ■ unlike the lan^a^ f Thee 

, i i -8 indebted for the foflowing 

♦^ i A»at*^i6rT0f fixov' fnf 

: ' tJpoii the statue i 

"^ ': Stronger ! who near this si 

jX, ■ ^t it avvhile f oar etudjo 

>■■ Ann «»«%.■« m««h*» * — 



•DS8 or ASAOKMOS* Iff 

With pasrioql's throb or pleasure's sigh, 
In pity turo^as wandering nigh, 
And drop thy goblet's richest teatr 
In exquisite libation here ; 
So shall my sleeping ashes thrill 
With visions of enjoyment stiir. 
I cannot even in death resign 
The festal joys that onee were mine^ 
When harmony pursuM my ways, 
And Bacchus wantonM to my lays. 
Oh ! if delight could charm no more,- 
If all the goblets bliss were o'er. 
When fate bad once our doom decreed, 
Then dyin^ would be death indeed! 
Nor could I think, unblest by wine. 
Divinity itself divine ! 

And drop thy gobkVs richest tear, etc.] Thus Si- 
monides>n another of hi^ epitaphs on our poet : 

K^tf fjttf ttu T^yyoi yoTfpjf ^poa-oe, uc i ytpafe 

Jjct vines, in clustering beauty wreath'd, 

Drop all their treasures on his head, 
Whose lips a dew of sweetness brcathM, 
f Richer than viae hath ever sbed ! 

And Bacchtiswnnton'd to my lays, etc.] The ori- 
ginal here is corrupted, the line mt i Atotv&u^ etc. is 
unintelligible. 

Brtmck'seinendation improves the sense, but I doubt 
if it can be commended for elegance. He reads the 
Ijne thus : 

S«B Brunck, Ansl«cta Yf,t«r. Poet Grsec. y^l. ih 
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At length their golden hour 

f flight, 

<f And drowsy death that ey< 

Th} harp, that whispered thr 

I . ing night, 

1*1 ' Now mutely in oblivion sh 

h ^ ' Thy harpt that whispered tht 

: ' nighty etc.] In another of these | 

* . . .-, gpeakini; lyre" of the bard is uo( 

. ercu after bis death. 
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•DSS OF AirACREOir. 1^ 

for whom that harp profusely shed 
ureal nectar of its nambers, 
young spring of thy desires, has fled, 
ith her blest Anacreon slumbers ! 

' ycung spring qf thy desires, etc.] The 
TO nod'«y tflc^, is beaatiful. We regnet that 
e should be lavished so preposteroady, tad 
le poet% ini8tre!«it Eurypyle would have de- 
tetter. Her name has been told us by Me. 
already quoted, and in another epigram by 

0-a-t»f XtTTAfiC ttf^OC J^l^d-I KOfAtfy 

Eu^vwKnf virgct/xfAtfof - - - - 

may the nymph around thee play» 

rypyle, thy souPa desire ! 

rig her beauties in the ray 

at lights thiue eyes* dissolving fire ! 

>f her smile's beivitchifig power, 
r every grace that warms and bleaaet ; 
>f her browns luxuriant flower, 
e beaming glory of her tresses. 

pression here, tty^of jco/u«c, *< the floiver of 
is burrowed from Anacreon himself, as ap- 
fragrnent of the poet preserved in Stobseu« : 
' ^ otTtiXMc AfAOf/jtof ctvd-tc* 
-est nectar qfits numbers^ etc] Thus, says 
I the prologue to the Satires of Perfins : 

ire credus Pegaseinm nectar. 

Is the usual reading in this line, and Casan- 

efended it ; but '* nectar," 1 think, is qjach 

ted. 

V. 9 
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F::ri:wcl1 : Ibou hadst n pulse for every UbtE 
Tlinl love cuuld scatter rrom liia quiver; 

And ever) woman found in Ihee a bcart, 
Wliich thou, wiLb all tb} soul, didst give her; 



FariKiU! 


(Aou fiai/sf 


a/ilib'/Dr nwrydarf,! 
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lie B<lral<Kic.'Bl niidon, i 


(BikgmBKlyl 


eoriMraad 


«8nd«labouiVe«u.,"ni 


|,Oiit» turn Msrle in Join 




^nJcucr^ 


iBoinn»^<n<nrfin(A(eaA(or(, «(c.] 1 


rDU[)l<'I i« n< 




: wBimiiied l>r the origii 


ibHIl >M l( i\ 


laiei the ili 


loughi which Aalipaler 


riguraliVblj c 


iprewcd. 





le Is (ba l^limMi 
illoiitr} of AiiucreOD, culling him, wiib alegaaKiaa- 

.Jn A»aiifinoT«,*Tn.t lit 'Em,*/' nnj-ii, 
■fiiTtiiitt inht'ft*, -yn^i^at ><ri{eriu^it. 

Segc AnacMon, sage in lovuig; 
Fondly weaving laj ■ of pIcB.ore 

For the luaida who blush'd approving '. 
Oil ' in nightly banquau sporting, 

Where'a the gueat could erer Oj bi'm ! 
Oh ! with loia'a aeductiou conrting, 

Wberc'i the ajmph could t\t deny him ? 
■ 'J'litu Scaligcr, in hli dadicttgij tcthi to Baniard 1 
mondu, Su(LvUB^agi,4ultli^Di<:ifWi. 
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LUISSE PUDET.— Hbr, 

r Metroc. ap. DIog. Laert, Lib. tL ca 
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PREFACE 

BY THE EDITOR. 



HE Poems which I take the liberty of pub- 
hing', were nerer inteoded by the author to 
M beyond the circle of his friends. He 
raght, with some justice, that what arc 
lied Occasional Poems must be always in- 
>id and uninteresting to the greater part of 
3ir readers. The particular situations in 
lich they were written ; the character of the 
thor, and of his associates ; all tbese peculi- 
ties must be known and felt before we can 
ter into the spirit of such compositions. This 
Dsideration would hare always, I beliere, 
3vented Mr. Little from submitting these 
fles of the moment to the eye of dispassionate 
.ticism ; and if their posthumous introduction 
the world be injustice to his memory, or in- 
ision on the public, the error must be im« 
ted to the injudicious partiality of friendship. 
Mr. Little died in bis one-and-twentieth 
ar ; and most of these Poems were written 
so early a period that their errors may claim 
ne indulgence from the critic ; their author, 
unambitious as indolent, scarce erer looked 
yond the moment of compodticni ; he wrote 
he pleased* careless whether he pleased aa 
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inunn incnicatos. Few 

sincerely than iny^clf; ;i 

livrti, (he judjjineni of rii 

li ! _ ^ cljii'-toned hi>; mind, and 1 

)^ I ' anrc of hi-* f.uicy 

Mr. LiTTi.K e^ave mucJ 

study of tlie a natorv writ. 

pccted to find in the ancic 

sentiment, and variety of 1 

i i ■ Docessarv to refine and an 

i 

love, he vras mnch di><appc 

any one of them who can 

model in that style; Ovid 

\ rake, and Propertius like a h 

I ■ ^ / mythological allusions of tl: 

I . , criiditien by his commental 

'- ^- tentatious display, upon a s 

love, would be now esteem 



* I 



I 1 



• ' rilo — J 



IPREFACJff. '9^ 

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and 
natural feeling. The idea of his unexpected 
return to Deha, " Tunc veniara subito>:'* etc, 
is imagined with alJ the delicate ardour of a 
lover ; and the sentiment of ** nee te posse 
carere Telim." however colloquial the eXj-'res- 
siofi ma) have been, is natural, and from the 
heart. But, in mj' opinion, the poet of Verona 
possessed m(»re genuine fe(?ling than any of 
them. His life was, I believe, unfortunate ; 
his associates were wild and abandoned ; and 
the warmth of his nature took too much advan- 
tage of the latitude which the m »rals of those 
times so crimin.illy allowed to ihe passions. 
Ail this depraved his imagination, and made it 
the slave of his senses ; but still a native sensi* 
bility is often very warmly perceptible ; and 
when he touches on pathos, he reaches the 
heart immediately. They who have felt the 
sweets of return to a home from winch they 
have long been absent will confess the beauty 
of those simple unaffected lines : 

O quid solutis est iieatius curis ! 
Cum mens onus repotiit, ac peregrine 
Lahore feiisi venimus Larem ad no.<«trum 
Desideratoqueacquiescimusleclo — Carm. xxxii. 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are 
(he very tears of poesy ; and when he com- 
plains of the ingratitude of mankind, even the 
inexperienced cannot but sympathize with him. 

f Lib. i. Eleg.3. 
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iOO PREFACE. 

I wish 1 were a poet : I should endea 
catcli, by translation, the spirit of thos 
tics which I admire''' so warmly. 

It seems to have been peculiarly the 
Catullus, that the better and more v 
part of his poetry has not reached us ; f( 
is confessedly nothing^ in his extant ^ 
authorize the epithet *^ doclus,^ so udf 
bestowed upon him by the ancients, 
had suffered the rest to escape, we ] 
should have found among them som 
purely amatory ; but of those we poasi 
there be a sweeter specimen of wai 
chastened description, than his loves ol 
and Septimius ? and the few little song's 
liance to Lesbia, are distin^ished by s 
exquisite playfulness, that they have 
been assumed as models by the most 
mo'lcrn Jjatinists. Still, I must confesfl 
midst of these beauties, 

Mt'ilio de fontp leporam 

Sur^it ainnri aiiqiiid. quod in ipsis florihui an 

It has often been remarked, that the a 
knew nothing of gallantry ; and we a 
there was too much sincerity in their 
allow them to trifle with the semblance 

« la the following Poemi, there is a trani 
one of bis finest Carmina ; but 1 fancy it i 
school-boy's euay, and deserves to be praised 
m ore than the attempt. 
^ f Lucretius. 
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FREFACJE. 201 

. But I cannot perceire that they were 
thing more constant than the modems .- 
' felt all the same dissipation of the heart, 
igh they knew not those sednctive graces 
^hich gallantry almost teaches it to be 
ible. Wotton, the learned advocate for 
modems, deserts them in considering this 
t of comparison, and praises the ancients 
heir ignorance of such a refinement ; but 
eems to have collected his notions of g^- 
[7 from the insipid yocfeur* of the French 
lances, which are very unlike the senti* 
tal levity, the " grata protervitas,** of a 
hester or a Sedley. 

rom what I have had an opportunity of ob- 
ing, the early poets of our own language 
s the models which Mr.. Little selected 
mitation. To attain their simplicity (sevo- 
jsima nostro simpUcitas) was his fondest 
ition. He could not have aimed at a grace 
e difficult of attainment ;* and his life was 
K> short a dale to allow him to perfect such 
3te ; but how far he was likely to have suc- 
led, the critic may judge from his produc- 



[t 19 a curious illustratiou of (he labour which tiia- 
[y requires, that the Ramblers of Johosoo^elabo* 
as they appear, were written with fluency, and 
>m requir^ rension ; while the simple laogvage 
onssean, which seems to come flowing fron th* 
t,, was the slow prodactioa of peinfiil labcwr^ 
ing on every word, and balaacing ereiy sentence* 




?02 



FBEFACE. 



I have found a.mon^ his papers a. novel, in 
rather an impfrr^cl stale, wliifih, a3 snon a? I 
have arranged and collecied ii, bhall be rub- 
mitted to Ihe public eve. 

Where Mr. Little was horn, or vhal is the 
genealogy of hi* parents, are points in whicfc 
very few readers can bp iit'erested. His lire 
was one of those hu-nhli; sireaniH nhich hare 
scarcely a name in the map of life, and the tea- 
Teller ma.)- pass it by wil'mat inquirinf tti 
source or direnlion. Hif '.'liaractcr irai wall 
kni>iTn to all who wc-e acqii'.<inled with btm; 
for hf had loo miirh viinit\ to hide its vrrtaea, 
an'l "ot enough t>f iiri (o nmiipal its def«rti. 
T>f Mglilpr trails of his inni'l may he Iraced 
pci'bapa in bis wriiina:» ; hill the fnw for "hioh 
!ie iras valued live only in the remembrunce 
^fhisTricnds. T. M. 
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TO 

J. AT— NS— N, E8«. 



ZAR SIR, 

FEEL a very sincere pleasure in dedi- 
; to you the second edition of our friend 
[.E^ Poems. [ am not unconscious that 
are manv in the collection which per- 
it would he prudent (o have altered or 
!d; anH, lo say the truth, I more than 
revised them for that purpose; but, I 
not why, I distrusted either my heart 
judgment ; and the consequence is, you 
hem in their original form : 

to posxuiit nosttms roaltee, Faiistine, liturse 
Emendare jocus : umh iitura potest. 

n convinced, however, that thoug'h not 
a casuixte refdch^, you have charity 
h to for^ve such inoffensive follies; 
now the pious Beza was not the less 
d for those sportive juvenilia which be 
led under a fictitious name ; nor did the 
of Bembo^s poems prevent him from 
p a very good cardinal; 
elieve me, my dear friend. 

With the truest esteem) 

Tours, 

T. Mi 
il 19, 18Q2» 
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POEMS, Etc. 



TO JULIA. 

V ALLUSlOir TO SOME ILLIBERAL CRITICISMS. 

Why, let the stingless critic chide 
ITith all that fume of vacant pride 
IThich mantles o^er the pedant fool, 
like vapour od a stagnant pool ! 
>h ! if the song, to feeling true, 
an please the elect, the sacred feiv» 
/hose souls, by Taste and Nature taught, 
'brill with the genuine pulse of thought — 
* some fond feeling maid like thee, 
'he warm-ey'd child of Sympathy, 
hall say, while o'er my simple theme 
he languishes in Passion's dream, 
He was, indeed, a tender soul— 
No critic law, no chill control, 
Should ever freeze by timid art, 
The flowings of so fond a heart 1^ 
es, soul of Nature ! soul of Love I 
'hat, hovering like a snow-wingM dove, 
ireathM o'er my cradle warblings wild, 
ind haird me Pftssion^ wumost child ! 
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206 TDBMS. 

Grant me the tear from BeuHy^ eye. 
From FeeliDg'i breast the votire sigh; 
Oh '. let mj soDg, atj mem'ry, find} 
A shrine nitbin the tender mind ; 
And 1 wUl scorn the critic's chide. 
And 1 wiU acorn ilie fume of pride. 
Which maotleB o'er tlic pedant fool 
JLike ttpmu on a atognaat pool 1 



TO A LADY, 
WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEHS. 



^Vhbx, casting' many a look behind, 
I leave the friends I cbcvish here — 

Perchance ecme other frienda to find. 
But surely finding none bu dear — 

Ilaplj the little simple page, 

Which votive thus IVe trac'd for thee. 
May now and then a looll eng-age. 

And steal a moment's thought fur me. 

But, ob ! in pity let not tbose 

Whose beartB are not of gentle mould. 
Let not the eye that seldom flons 

With feeUng tear, siy song behold. 

For, trust roe, they ivho never melt 
With pity, oever malt with love ^ 



POEMS. 20' 

they will frown at all I've felt, 
id all my loviog lays reprove. 

if, perhaps, some gentler mind, 
bicb rather loves to praise than blame. 
Id in my page an interest find, 
id linger kindly on my name ; 

him — or, oh! if gentler still, 

r female lips my name be blest : 
where do all affections thrill 
sweetly as in woman's breait? — 

her, that he whose loving themen 
ir eye indulgent wanders o'er, 
d sometimes wake from idle dreams, 
id bolder flights of fancy soar ; 

Glory oft would claim the lay^ 
id Friendship oft his numbers more; 
whisper then, that, '^ sooth to say, 
lis sweetest song was giv'a to liOV£ V 



TO MRS. 



[f, in the dream that hovers 
Around my sleeping mind^ 

Fancy thy form discovers, 
And paints thee melting kis^ ; 

[f joys from sleep I borroir. 
Sure tboaUt forgive a« tUl.; 



^08 POEMS. 

For he who wakes to sorrow, ' 
At least may dream of bliss ! 

Oh ! if thou art, in seeming, 
All that 1 Ve e'er required : 

Oh ! if I feel, io dreaming, 
All that I've e'er desir'd ; 

Wilt thou forgive my taking 
A kiss, or— something mare ? 

What thou deny'st me wakings 
Oh ! let me slumber o^er ! 



10 THE LARGE AND BEAUTIFUL 

MISS . 

IN AI.I.L810N TO 80MK PARTNERSHIP IN A I.0T1 

• HARR. 



IMPROMPTU. 



Ego Pars— -FtV^. 



In wedlock a species of lottery lies. 
Where in blanks and in prizes we deal ; 

But how comes it that you, such a capitalpr 
Should so lorg hsrre rsmawl^d in the whe 



POEMS. 209 

If ever, by Fortune^s indulgent decree, 

To me such a ticket should roll, 
A sixteenth, HeaT'o knows ! were sufficieat 
for me ; 

Fov what could I do with the whole? 



TO JULIA. 

WxLL, Julia, if to lore, and live 
Mid all the pleasure^^ love can give, 

Be crimes that bring damnation ; 
You — you and I have giv'n such scope 
To lo\'eR and joys, we scarce can hope, 

In Heav'n, the least salvation ! 

And yet, I think, did Heav'n design 
That blisses dear, like yours and raine. 

Should be our own undoing ; 
It had not made my soul so warm, 
Nor giv^n 3'ou such a witching form, 

To bid me dote on ruin ! 

Then wipe away that timid tear ; 
Sweet truant ! you have nought to fear, 

Though you were whelm'd in sin ; 
itand but at Heaven^s gate awhiloi 
(Ind you so like an angel smile} 

They canH bat let you in* 
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— rw*r« la oe tnw 
leaves me— 
But could I expect 

Ob, woman .» your he 

AndMahomet>8do< 
When he ihoug-ht yo 
pleasure, 
And reason and th; 
sphere. 

By your heart, ^rhen 
can win it, 

He thinks that an ag 
«"t, oh ! while he's bh 
minute— 

IfbeJirebutarfay,} 



POBM8. SU 

IITATION OF CATULLUS.* 

TO HIMSELF. 

Miaer Catulle, detuus iiie(»iire, etc. 

IE the si^faiDg fool to play ; 

m to trifle life away ; 

Tainly think those joys thine own, 

Bh all> alas ! have ^sely flown ! 

t hours, CatulhiB, once were thine, 

fairly seemM thy day to shine, 
D lightly thou didst fly to meet 
girl, who smil'd so rosy sweet — 
l^rl thou lo^Mst with ibnder pain 

e'er thy heart can feel ag^in ! 
met — your souls seemM all in one — 
I little sports were said and done— 
beart was warm enough for both, 
lers, indeed, was nothing loath. 

were the hours that once were thine ; 
ih ! those hours no longer shine ! 
ow the nymph delights no more 
at she lovM so dear before; 
Jl Catullus now can do, 
ye proud and frigid too; 

sw poets knew better than Catullus what a 
I writer calls : 

la delicatease 

D*an voluptueax sentiment; 

passions too often obscured hm imagination- 



"W W ' n '""""seethe, 

. . r .^"'""'d <o a lone ..„J 

• !;''«"'>"ne will ^e(,<, 

?' ^I'' P^'-J"'-' I ?"■■ -but 

Wh,ch .elk hi.„ „,,„ ,, 
I t; ° ""^ "'"' '='""•1 th, 

tan never, neFerioreth 
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TO JULIA. 

m Fate, mv ffirl, may bid us part, 
sonis it cannot, fth-all not sever; 
;art will seek its kindred heart, 
clingy to it as close as ever. 

1st we, must we part indeed ? 
I our droam o^ rapture over? 
)es noi Julia'-* bos »m ble«*d 
:^ave so cifiir, so f.)nd a lover ? 

he too mourn?— P«;rhaps she may ; 
aos she vvtM'p" our blisses fleeting^: 
i\ is Jiili.t^s eve sojjay, 
iia's heai-i like mine is beating? 

ive iovM the brilliant glow 

ipture in her blue eye streaming *- 

n the bosom bleed with woe, 

le joy is in the glances beaming ? 

! — Yet, love, I will not chide, 

lugh your heart were fond of roving : 

lU nor all the world beside, 

d keep your faithful boy from loTing. 

sooD be distant from his eye, 
with you, all that n worth possessing, 
leo it will be sweet to die, 
n life has lost its only blessing ! 
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-VI. lore theeir 

\V'I'J ihat little «-, 
Wanciug: eyo, an, 
ih^Umg warm, ar 
'*" 's lovely, all e, 

Turn uwity ihoge 1 
'am poison'd by th 

*e', again, al, -■ tu. 
^""''sweet.when 

Oh .' be less, be less 
i-et some little ff^, 
^et my eyes, .rbeo 1 
^a^e awhile «,ithout 
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T3oobiefl have lookM as wise and bright 
As Plato or the Stag^rite : 
And many a sag^ and learned skall 
Has peepM through windows dark and dull : 
Since then, though art do ail it can. 
We ne'er can reach the inward man, 
Nor inward woman, from without, 
(Though, ma'am, you smile, as if in doubt,) 
1 think Hwere well if Nature could 
(And Nature could, if Nature would) 
Some pretty short descriptions write. 
In tablets large, in black an<i white, 
Which she might hang about our throttle!?, 
Like labels upon physic- bottles. 
There we might read of all — But stay- 
As learned dialects say. 
The argument most apt and ample 
L;. For common use is the example. 
For instance, then, if Nature's care, 
Had not arranged those traits so fair. 
Which speak the soul of Lucy L-nd-n, 
JlUs is the label she'd have pinn'd on. 

■ 

LABEL FIRST. 

Within this vase there lies enshrin'd] 
The purest, brightest gem of mind ! 
Though Feeling's hand may sometimes thmw 
Upon its charms the shade of woe, 
The lustre of the gem, when veil'd, 
Shall be but Biellow'd, not concesd'd. 




ti POKMS. 

Tow, sirs, imagine, if you Ve able, 
Diat Nature wrote a second label, 

Dicx 're her own words — at least suppose SO — 

And boldly pin it on Pomposo. 



LABEL aXCOND. 

Wiicn I composed the fustian braia 
Of this rcdnubted Captain Vain, 
I had at hand hut f(Rw ingrmdients. 
And so was forcM to use expedient!. 

I put therein some small discerning', 
A ^rain of sense, a grain of learning ; 
And when 1 saw the void behind, 
1 aWd it with — froth and wind ! 



TO MRS. M- 



>i\vEET lady ! look not thus again : 
Those little pouting smiles recall 

A maid rememberM now with pain. 
Who was my love, my life, my all ! 

Oh ! while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye. 

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look. 
And 1 would hear, and gaze, and sigh/ 



!8, 1 did love her — madly lore- 
She was the sweetest, be«t deceirer ! 
id oft she swore she^d neyer rove ! 
.\od 1 was destiaM to believe her ! 

en lady, do not wear the amila 
3f her whose smile cooM thus betrav. 
IS ! I tbiok the lovely wile 
%gaiD might steal my heart away. 

d when the spell that stole my mind 
)a lips so pure as thine I see, 
sar the heart which she resigned 
yill err again, and fly to thee ! , 



SONG. 

IT, the world are all thinking about it » 
Lnd as for myself, I can swear, 
fancied that heaven were without it, 
'd scarce feel a wish to go there. 

lahomet would but receive me, 
Lnd Paradise be as he paints, 
g^reatly afraid, Grod forgive me! 
d worship the eyes of his saints. 

; why should I think of a trip 
'o the prophet^s seraglio above, 
len Phillida gives me her lip, 
3 my own little heaven of love ! 
Vol. IV. 10 



318 poeitE., 

Oh, Phjilis • (list bUfi aiay be swecLer 

TbuD erer by morlal was given ; 
Bui jour Up, love, is onlj 9t. Peler, 

AdiI keeps but tlie kej to your heaTeoI 



TO JULIA. 

Mock me no more with Love's bcguiliug 

A dream, 1 Hud, illusory as sncet ■■ 
One amile of frieudahip, nay of cold esleem, 
Is dearer far tlian passiau'a blaod deceit '. 

I've heard you oft otental truth dealare ; 

Your heart was aoly mioe, I once believU. 
All : shall 1 say that all yorir vowb trere air ! 

And must I eay, my hopes were all deceir'd? 

Vow, then, do longer Ih-at our soult are llfinM 
That all our joys are felt with mutual zeal^ 

Julia ! 'tis pity, pity makes you kind ; 
You know I love, and you would seoa M 
fee;. 

But shall I still go revel in those arms 

Co bliss in which afflsction takes no f»rt! \ 
No, no I faroivell '. you gire mo but your 
> charms, 

. k When I had foidly tlioiigpht yon gave your 
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IMPROMPTU. 

Look in my eyes, my blushing fair ! 

Thoul't see thyself reflected there ; 

And as I gaze on thine, I see 

Two little miniatures of me, 
Thus in our looks some propagation lies, 
For we m<dce babies in each other^s eyes ! 



TO ROSA. 

Does the harp of Rosa slumber ? 
Once it breathM the sweetest number 
Never does a wilder song 
Steal the breezy lyre along, 
When the wind, in odours dying, 
Woos it with enamoured sighing. 
Does the harp of Rosa cease ? 
Once it told a tale of peace 
To her lover's throbbing breast — 
Then he was divinely blest ! 
Ah ! hut Rosa loves qo more, 
Therefore Rosa's song is o'er ; 
And her harp neglected lies ; 
And her boy forgotten sighs. 
Silent harp — forgotten lover — 
Rosa's love and song are over ! 
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Our bearta, m; lore, were dootnM to be 
Tbe genuine twiDB of Sjntptitbf: «f A , 

Thej live with one BeDiatian : 
In joy or grief, but moat io love, 
Our hearl-stringB musicaJly thove. 

And thrill nitb like vibration. 



How often have I heard ^bee tay, m 
Tbj vital pulse shall cease to ptay 

When mine no more is moTJnj; '. 
Since, doit, Id feel a joy alaae 
Were worse to tbee thao feenug a 

Such eympathy la loving 1 

.\tiJ oh '. how often In Ihose eyca, 
VVIiich melling beam'd, lifce B£un 

In dewy vernal weather — 
Haw often bave t raptnr'd read 
Tbe burning glaace, tbat silent A 

"Wow, love, teefeei U^M^P'^ 
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TO JULIA. 

I SAW the peasant's hand unkind, 
From yonder oak the ivy sever ; 

They seem'd in very bein^ twin'd ; 
Yet now the oak is fresh as ever. 

Not so the widow'd ivy shines : 
Tore from its dear and only stay^ 

In drooping widowhood it pines, 
And scatters all its blooms away ! 

Thus, Julia, did our hearts entwine, 
Till Fate disturb^ their tender ties : 

Thus g^ay indifference blooms in thine. 
While mine, deserted, droops and dies ! 



TO MRS. 



■ ■ amore 
In canuti penner si disconvene.^— Gttan'AE. 

Yes, I think I once heard of an amorous youth 
Who was caught 4n his grandmother's bed ; 

But I own I had ne^ersuch a liquorish tooth 
As to wish to be there in his stead. 

*Tis for you, my dear madam, such oonquests 
to make : 
Antiquarians may value yoa high : 
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POEMff. 



But 1 swear I canU love for antiquity^s sake. 
Such a poor virtuoso am I. 

I have seen many ruins all gilded with care, 
But the cracks were still plain to the eye ; 

\nd I ne^er felt a passion to venture in there, 
But turnM up my nose and passM by ! 

1 perhaps might have sighM in your magical 
chain 

^V lien your lip had more freshness to deck it; 
|]ut IM hale even i)ian nerself m the toone,— 

She might then 5^0 to hell for a Hecate! 

.\o, no ! when my heart's in these arooroui 
faints, 
^Vllich is scl-iorn, thank Heaven ! the casey 
I 'or by reading the Fathers^ and Lives of the 

I keep up a stock of good grace: 

But then His the creature luxuriant and fresh, 
Tfiat my passion with ccstac}' owns: 

Tor indtT.l, my dear madam, though fond of 
the^fUnh^ 
I never was partial to hones! . 



\ 
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ON THE DEATH OF A LADY/ 

Sweet spirit ! if thy airy sleep 

Nor sees my tears, oor hears my sighs, 

Oh ! I will weep, in lux'ry weep, 

Tift the last heart drop fills mine eyes. 

But if thy sainted soul can feel. 

And mingles in our misery ; 
Then, then, my breaking heart Til seal — 

Thou shalt not hear one sigh from me ! 

The beam of morn was on the stream, 
But stinan clouds the day deTorm : 

Thou wert, indeed, that morning beani, 
And death, alas ! that sullen storm. 

Thou wert jiot form'd for living here, 
For thou wert kindred with the sky ; 

Yet, yet, we held thee all so dear, •* 
We thought thou wert not form'd to die ! 



r 



TO JULIA. « ;^S 






Sweet is the dream, divinely sweet,. 
When absent souls in fancy meet K— 
At midnight, love ! I'll think of thee ! 
At midnight, love ! oh think of me : 
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Caw I again that fo; 
Or on that iip in , 

^^,'';^,' the iip thai 
&haJJ never more 

Can I apin ch^t iooi 
wfiich once couJd 

^^'"V't^ejethat 
Shall never more bi 



WRITTEIV IN THE 




FOSMS. 2tS 



DO Impression yet is seen, 
DO memorial yet has been, 
should be my sweetest care 
te my nawte for ever there I 



SONG. 

(rith this pouting* and sadness ! 
it girl ! will you never give o'er 1 
^ou, by heaven ! to madness, 
what can I swear to you more P 
! not the old woman's fable^ 
oaths are as short as a kiss ; 
! you as long as Pm able, 
swear for oo longer than this. 

'aste not the time with professions : 
lot to be blest when we can, 
f the darkest transgressions 
happen Hwixt woman and man.— • 
moralist ! why thus beginning 
anocent warmth to roprovo ? 

knows (hat I never lovM emmnff^ 
pt little sinnings in k)ve \ 

riAg, howefier, will do it, **" 

i bring me the calendar, pray—* 
by Uiat lip, IHl go through it» . 
Qot miss a saint on my way. 
gels shall help rae to wheedle ; 
▼ear upon eveiy oae 

i 
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22B FOEHS. 

That e^er dancM on the point of a needle, 
Or rode on a beam of the sun ! 

Oh ! why should Platonic control, love, 

Enchain an emotion so free ! 
Your soul, though j\ very sweet soul, love 

Will ne'er be sufficient for me. 
If you think, by this coolness and scorning 

To seem more angelic than bright. 
Be an angel, my love, in the morning,] 

But, oh ! be a woman to-night ! 



TO ROSA. 

Like him who trusts to 5^ummer skies, 
And nuts his little bark to sea. 

Is he who, lur'd by smiling eyes, 
Consigns his simple heart to thee. 

For fickle is the summer wind. 
And ^adly may the bark be tost ; 

For thou art suretn change thy mind. 
And then the wretched heart is lost ! 

* I believe Mr. Little alluded here to a fi 
question aindng the early schoolmen : ** How 
tbou»Hnd aiigi'U could dance on the point ei \ 
fine needle without jootlinjsf one another?*' If be 
have been thinking of the schooU while he wain 
this song, we cannot say " caoit t»u2oc<tan.'* 
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TO ROSA. 

[ ! why should the ^rl of my soul be in tears 

it a meeting* of rapture like this, 

len the glooms of the past and the sorrow of 

years 
lave been paid by a moment of bliss ? 

B they shed for that moment of blissful de- 
light, 

^hich dwells on her memory yet ? 

i they flow, like the dews of the amorous 
night, 

Trom the warmth of the sun that has set ? 

! sweet is the tear on that languishing smile, . 

That smile, which i^ loveliest then ; 

d if such are the drops that delight can be* 

guile, 
Thou shalt weep them again and again 1 



RONDEAU. 

rooD night ! good night !^— -And is it so! 

d must I from my Rosa go 1 

, Rosa ! say " Good oight !^ once rtUKtf 

d I'll repeat it o'er and o'er, 

1 the first glance of dawning light 

il find us saying, still, *' Good night 1" 
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AN ARGl 

' > "^ *"*''• wtf the deed, 

Aredamo'dto,,,;,™' 
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TO ROSA. 

WRITTEN DURING ILLNESS* 

J^isest soul, by anguish torn) 
1 soon unlearn the lore it knew ; 
'hen the shining casket^ s worn, 
! gem within will tarnish too. 

ve^s an essence of the soul, 
ich sinks not with the chain of clay ; 
) throbs beyond the chill control 
vith^ring pain or pale decay. 

irely, when the touch of Death 
•olves the spirit's mortal ties, 
•till attends the soaring breath, 
makes it purer for the skies ! 

osa ! when, to seek its sphere, 
soul shall leave this orb of men, 
oye it found so blissful here 
1 be its best of blisses then ! 

s in fabled dreams of old, 
e airy genius, child of time, 
ed o'er each star that roU'd, 
track'd it through its path sublime ; 

u, fair planet, not unled, 

t through thy mortal orbit stt^y ; 
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;0 POEUS. 

Thy lover's shade, divinely wed, 

Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other spirits range the sky, 
And hiighteu in the solar gem; 

ni bask beneath that lucid eye. 
Nor envy worlds of suns to them ! 

And, oh ! if airy shapes may steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame, 

Then, then, my love ! — but drop the veil; 
Hide, hide from Heav'n the unholy flame. 

\o I — when that heart shall cease to beat» 
And when that breath at length is free ; 

Then Rosa, soul to soul we'll meet, 
And mingle to eternity ! 



ANACREONTIQUE. 

Ill lachrymas Terterat omne merum. 

Tib. Lib. i. Eleg. 5. 

Vress the grape, and let it pour 
Around the board its purple showV; 
And while the drops my goblet steep, 
ril think— in woe the clusters weep. 

Weep on, weep on, my pouting vine ! 
Heaven grant no tears, but tears of wine. 
Weep on ; and, as thy sorrows flow, 
PU taste the luxury of fioot ! 



\ 




ANACREONTIQUE. 

END of my Boui 1 tbb goblet sip, 
~ Fill chase that peosivs lear; 

'.lip, 



Libe her delusive beam, 

Twil! steal awaj thj miod ; 
But, like AffectiuD'5 dream. 

It Icaces DO Sling bebind ! 

ue, twioe the wreaCb, thj brons [o shade ; 

beae SowVa nere cull'd at aooo ; — 

e wo;rnn'<t lore the roae will fade, 

ot, ah '. Dot half so sood ! 

For Ibopgb the fiotr'r's decay'd, 

Ita fragraDce its oot o'er ; 
But once wheu love's betrny'd. 
The heart can bloom do more ! 



noman I if by simple wile 

bj Eoul has stray'd from honour's track, 

mercy oely can beguile, - 
J geotle way«, the WBod'rer back. 



n Ibat oa thy v 






('aah'd by thy tears, miy yet 4cc3}'^ 
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LOVE AND 

Eque kre»i verbo kr 



i ' ' . Wi.r . ' ' """St not 

I ' 5 ^^"^ •■•• the &i«,f „f 

Notdece.tf«,,yet„fi;;^ 



H^se«,<„,yh,butr.ere,,.-. 
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never bear enslaving^ ; 
r garments suit them best : 
f is not worth having, 
i by compuisioo biest. 



THE KISS. 

si ia lecto nusquain potuere doceri. 

Ovid, Lib. ii. Eleg. {^. 

, my love, that billing idsi 
it you one delicious night, 
irning epicures in bliss, 
3d inventions of delight* 

intly steal my Kps aVmg, 
t your lips in murmurs mow. — 
-again — that kiss was wrong,-*- 
an you be so dull, my love ? ' 

ceaie !^* the blushing giii replied—- 
her milky arms she caught me— 
m you thus your pupil chide ; 
low Hwas in the dark you taught me !" 



10^ 



T ' r ' ^^;^°^ '" thy brea'tl 

I ; I ^^^ suns him in ih 

^ k ■ . • ^^^ ^a'ots upon tl 

/ '' ' ^'^' ask him Where's 

That used to shade 
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- — -» *" auoae 
And whj those eyes 

J ; ^*»«n other suns a 

■■• I 

1' ' "^^^ ' '^iW say^her a 

I -:' ^ . ,, ™ ''ever tbrobbec 

? '/ ^'tv^^'°^'^''««^ee 

f r ^ „ ^*^'<5*> fflonr like ros, 

Have never felt a blusfc 
^^xceptfornrhather^ 
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NONSENSE. 



»D reader ! if you e'er baye seen, 
rhen Phcebas hastens to his pillow, 
! mermaids, with their tresses green, 
'ancing upon the western billow, 
3U haye seen, at twilight dim, 
en the lone spirit's vesper hymn 
loats wild along the winding shore : 
9U have seen through mist of eve, 
fairy train that ringlets weave, 
Dcing aloDg she spangled green : 
' you have seen all this, aud more, 
. bless me ! what a deal youVe seen ! 



TO JULIA. 

ON^ HSR BIRTH-DAT. 

EN Time was entwining the garland of 

years, 
'hich to crown my beloved was given ; 
ugh some of the leaves might be sullied 

with tears, 
et the flowers were all gathered in heaven ! 

long may this garland be sweet to the ey«, 
'ay its verdure for ever be new ! 
ng Love shall enrich it with many a sight 
ad Pity shall nurse it with dewi 
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For ah, ^^ 

The ^l,e,v,V drea 

*nd, long before it r 

^ he sun of life, -so 



TO i 



A^» are yj,„ tb^„ 
Seducing «U,„jj^h 



Do you thni teeic to Sirt^ number, 
And ttirongb a round bt daaglen ran, 

Because jourhearfs iasipid slumber 
Could uerer w^e to /esf for one ? 

Tell me at once if tbia be true. 

And I shall calm mj jealous breast ; 

Shall learn to join the danglidg crew. 
And share your simpers witb Ibe rest. 

But if your heart he not so free, — 
Oh I if another share that heart, 

Tell not the damning tale to me. 
But mingle mercy with your art. 

I'd rather (hiuh you black as heU, 
Than find vou to be all divine. 

And knoir that heart could lore so well, 
Yet know that heart would ttot be mine ! 



LOVE IN A STORM. 



Loud bud^ the wind in the ruins above. 
Which nnirmur>d the wamlugB of time o'er 
our head ; 

White fearless we offer'd derotions to Lore, 
Tbe rude rockonr piUovr, the rushes our bed , 




"^^agb the s 

peat did ft 

»er sighs were : 

As if abe Ibj i. 



Jstar on a bank « 
A Bow'r booeaili 

i-ove upon her sin, 
Stole tlw flower i 

P'(f.lheD,poorJe, 

Who becalm'd by 

■VwerftltwbaiLo, 
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THE SURPRISE. 

.ORIS, I swear, by all I ever swore, 

.t from this hour I shall not love thee 

more. — 
'hat ! love no more f Oh ! why this alterM 

vow ?" 
ause I cannot love thee more — than now ! 



TO A SLEEPING MAID. 

KE, my life ! thy lover's arras 
twinM around thy sleeping charms : 
ke, my love I and let desire 
die those opening orbs of fire. 

, sweetest, though the bliss deligiit thee, 
le guilt, the shame affright thee, 
I those orbs in darkness keep ; 
jp, my girl, or seem to sleep. 



TO PHILLIS. 

LLis, you little rosy rake, 
hat heart of yours I long to rifle 
ne, give it me, and do not make 
o much ado about a trifle ! 



'• 




SONG. 

Wbbn the heart's feQliag- 

Banu with coDceHUn^, 
Glances will tell what we fear taconite: 

Oh 1 what sai ai^nish 

Silettt (o lapguisb, 
CoDld we Dot look all we wish to e 



AVhea half-eipiring, 

[teetlesB, desiring, 
I.Dvei'sniih tomelhiog^j^M ^raBtSotKyWlM 

Laoks tell ih41gifit>Dg, 

Looks (ell the graDling', 
■I.ookB betra^ aB thftt Um heut would Hbib 



THE BALLAD.* 

Thod bait sent me « flower; bftad, 
And told me twat freih fmn tbe fleUt 

That tbe leares were mnoBch'd b; the baal 
And tbe purest of odonie would yieU. 



\ 
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^bd indeed it wai fra^ntnt aod fair; 

But, if it were handled bj tbee 
Itwould bloom with a livelier air, 

And would Burcl; be iweeter to me ! 

Then take i(, and let it entnioe 
Thy tresses, so Sowing and bright; 

And each litlte floweret will ebioe 
More rich than a gem to m; i^ht. 

Eiet the odorous gale of tbj breath 
Embalm it with many a Mgb ; 

Vaj, let it be wither'd to death 
Beneath the waim naon of thine eye. 

tod, instead of the dew that il bears, 
The dew dropping freih from the tree : 

>a ita learea let me number the teara 
Tbftt Auction has etolea from thee ! 



low hear'nlj was the poet's doom, 
To breathe hia spirit diroagfa a kis? : 
V»i,. IV. M 




ADd lose irithinsi 
Tho trembliDf 

\nd, ah ', ha soul returu'd to fe«l 
Thai it a^ain could raTisb*d be ; 

for in the kiss that thou didit ileal. 
His life nod soul have fled to (hee ! 



TO A LADY. 



J'lii saog baa taught m; heart to Tee] 

Those soothinn; thoughts of heav'nij love 
^V hich o'er tho sainted spirits steal 
When Ijst'ning to the spheres above ! 

When, tir'd of life and misery, 
I wish to sigh my latest breath. 

Oh. Emma I I vill fly to thee. 

Anil thou sbalt slog me JDto doth ; 

\n(l if along thj lip and cheek 
Thai smile of hcav'nly softness play, 

■Vhicli,— ah ! forgive a mind that's weak; 
^0 oft haa stoi'u my miod awaj, 

'I'hou'lt seem an angel of the 'iky, 
Tliat comes to charra me into blisi : 

■'11 gaze and die— Who would not die. 
If death were half so sweet at this ; 
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A DRKAM. 

>HT Ihis heart coiisuiniDg lay 
)upid^8 baroiMg shrine: 
tit lie stole thy heart av^ay, 
piac d it Dear to mine. 

\y heart begin (o melt, 

ice before the <«un ; 

h a iiAiiw congenial felt, 
mingled into one ! 



TEN IN A CO vl »,ON-PLACE BOOK, 
.LLD " THE BOOK OF F0LL1ES> 

I every one thai opened it should contribuh } 

something. 






J 



TO THE BOOK OF FOLLIES. 



I 



ibute's from a wretched elf, 

lils thee, emblem of himself I 

jk of life which I have trac'd, 

en, like thee, a motley waste 

cs scribbled o'er and o'er, 

ly bringing hundreds more. 

ave indeed been writ so neat, 

acters so fair, so sweet, 

ose who judge not too severely, 

add they lov^d such follies dearly : 

1, book! the illusion stands ; 

36 were pemiM by female bands : j 



^44 rams. 

The rest,— alas ! I own the truth,— 
Hare all beea scribbled so unoouthy 
That Prudence, with a withering look, 
l^isdaiofulfliD^away the book. 
Like thine, its pages here and tiiere 
JIaye oft been stain'd with blots of oiure ; 
And sometimes boors of peace, I own. 
Upon some fairer leaves have shown. 
White as the snowings of that heaven 
By vf hich those hours of peace were given* 
But now no longer — such, oh ! such 
The blast of disappointment's touch !— 
No longer now those hours appear ; 
I^ch leaf is sullied by a tear : 
Blank, blank, is every page with care, 
Not e^en a folly brighten» there. 
AVill they yet brighten? — Never, never? 
Then shut the hook^ O God ! for ever ! 



WRITTEN IN THE SAME. 



TO JHE PRETTV LITTLE MRS. 
IIVIPROMPTU. 



.Ma«^is vcnu^tatcm an brcvitatem mireris incertom est. 

Macrob. Sat. lib. ii. cap. 2. 



This journal of folly's an emblem of 

Hut what book shall we find emblematic of 

thee? 




y..^ 




oil ] sball ir« aat lay tbwi ul LovtU duodt- 

None can be prettier ; fen caD be less, yaa 

Such a Tolume in aheeb irere k volyme of 

charms ; 
-Oc if bound, it ^ould only be bound in our 



SONG. 

Dgih ! in pity do not speak -, 
la four ejes T m«d it alt. 

In the floBbiDg pryour check, 
la those tears that fall. 

Yes, yes, m; soul ! I see 

You tore, you live for ooly me 1 

Beam, jet beam that killing eve. 
Bid me expire ia luscious pain; 

But kiss me: kiss me while I aie, 
Abd,ah! 1 live a^n ! 

8till, my lovo, with luoking kill. 

And, oUl revive with kisses slilM 



On bediof inow tbemooobesm slept. 
And chilly WM (be midnight ^looid, 




K warm tear g^ah'd, the wietry air 
CoDf eal'd it as it flon*d avraj : 

411 night it lay aa ice-drop there, 
Al mom it irlitleTed io the raj ! 

Ad ang^l, waDd'rinff from her sphere, 
Whosair this bright, this frozen genii 

Todewev'il Pitj brought the tear. 
And buDg it OD hor diadem ! 



In hoaa cur quisqnsin Itrliua istt venit? — Oeid. 

So '. Rosa (urns her bach on me, 

rhou walking inomiment ! for thee ; 

WliiKe visage, libe a grave-stone scribbled, 

IV lib vanity bedaubM, befnbhled. 

Tells only, to the rvadine eye, 

riial underneath cornipling lie, 

Wiihin (hy bean's conla^ous tomb 

;Aa in a cemeiery's gloom,) 

Snspicion, rankling (a infection. 

And all the ivorms of black reSectioa! 

And thou art Rosa's dear elect. 

And thou hast won the lovely triSe ;. 

And I mnat bear repulse, neg loot, . 
And 1 must all my anguish stifis > 




POEMS. iU'i 

While thou tor ever lii^er'st oigb, 

Scowling, muttViDg, gloatiag, miiaimiDe, 

Liike some sharp, busy, fretful fly, 
About a tvriukliDg taper humisiDg. 



Oh ! if your tears are giv'u to care. 
If real woe dUM'bs your peace. 

Come to my bosooi, weeping fair ! 
And.l will bid your weepi:^ cease. 

But if wiib Fancy's rision'd fears. 

With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 

Tou look so lovely in your tears. 
That I must bid you drop Ihem still 1 



SONG. 

Hate you not seen the timid tear 

Steal trembling' from mine eye ? 
Have you not mark'd the fiusti of fear, 

Or caught the murmurM eigh ! 
Aod can yon think ray love is chill. 

Nor fixM OD you alone f 
And oan yoii rend, by doubting stUI, 

A heart m much your own f 




^"■"UwaiiiW 

Jo howl and to, 
'''"■"« He dear 

'r"»n>..l.ad,o, 

"wreanwfortlw 



That shield » Uusbing with imirderot» staim ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew^ spray ; 
It is blown by storms and wash'd.by rains. 

But neither can take the blood away ! 

Oft by that y^w, on the blasted field. 
Demons dance to the red moon's light ; 

While the damp bows creak, and the swinging 
shield 
Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 



TO MRS. 



Tes, Heaven can witness bow I strove 
To love thee with a spirit^s love ; 
To make thy purer wish my own, 
And mingle with thy mind alone. 
Oh ! I appeal to those pure dreams 
In which my soul has bung on thee, 
And Pve forgot thy witching form. 
And Tve forgot the liquid beams ^ 

That eye effuses, thrilling warm^ ^ 
f es, yes, forgot each sensual charm. 
Each madd^ing spell of luxury. 
That could seduce my soul's desires. 
And bid it throb with guiltier fires. — 
Such VMS my love, and many a time. 
When sleep has giv^ thee to my breast. 
And thoo hast seemM to share the crime 
Wtiich made i^y lover wildly blest, 
E^en then, in iill that rich delusion, 
When, by ToUiptnoos visions- fir*d. 



Tr" 'T 1 



r/ 




■» 



Such tea, mi 

' ""'ffltt have 

% heart mi, 

■*nd thou its 

^'•ere, there 

%'ejf divine 

»"'. Ob .' that 

r^*'en, both b, 

j^hich for a ^ 
^nd on the da„ 

;Jnd almost j-iej 
God .. ho«r ^i, 

i,0">akeoursoo 
In .."""^''t™ 

i"»^Wsde 
•*"a "> a kiu, =» - 




1 the pure fount of ancient la;, 

Dul hu drann the placid balm, 

:h chann'd ito little (pieb awa; ; 

there I 6Dd that balm no more. 

B ^peltB, which make as oft forget 

leeiing troubles of the day, 

eper aiirrow« only whet 

iliugl that caD Dot tear a way. 

1 lu mj pillow racb'd 1 fly, 

wearied eense and wabeful e^ e-, 

e my brain maddens, where, O where 

il serene consoliog pray'r, 

•,h once has harbing-er'd my'rcBl, 

a Ibe still aoothiiig' voice of Heaven 

>eem'd (o whisper in my breast, 

ep on, thy errors are foi^ven !" , 

hough I still in semblance pray, 

ti<iup;hl8 are iraaderiag far away ; 

9'en the name of Deity 

rmur'd out in sifhs for tbe* !* 



ELEGIAC STANZAS, 



lan sorrow long has worn my heart; 
DUgh every day IVe counted o'er 
irouj^bl a new and quick'ning smart 
wounds that rankled fresh before ; 



Of mur « fak ky mMi« UMmk. jtp4 



After then 
So like tbe *Ur whiah nben dif, '~ ^i' 
: Weicucein«tiiiitkithenUiiWfc' 

[ hop'd that, tftsr d iM atrifB, 

Mj wMTj kautmt iMRtkaborid ■■!».: 
And, fainting fran die wkvm e( lifei - 

Find bartraA uft hnfthor^ bMHt 
That brotber'i 'hituA ms w«nn,«ith tMl 
, Wfte bright with biMRKrr'i pnrnt Tq',; 
H»iru thederat, fsaaartToatl^- -. 

Oh ! irh; dieii wa» he tora «r^f 
He abonld hare •lay'd, hare lingwi k«i 

To calm hiiJiiliaSe*«i7 voe;. 
He thould hare ohaiM «>oh btitBr Mv, 

Aod Dot hare oaotM thow tp«n to itm 
We san bis ;oiithM loal expand 

In bloomsof gaoiu, onn'dhy iMtoi 
While Scianoe, with afiMtirivlikiid, y 

Upon hi 




saw his gradual op^iiog^ mind 
orioh'd by ail the g^races dear : 
ighteoM, socfti, and refiDM ; 
I friendship firm, in love sincere. 

h was the youth we lov'd so weH ; 
ich were the hopes that fate denied — 
lov^d, but, ah ! we could not tell 
ow deep, how dearly, till he died ! 

te as the fondest links could strain, 
win*d with my very heart it ^rew ; 
by that fate which breaks the chain^ 
be heart is almost broken to6 ! 



FANNY OF TIMMOL. 

A MAIL-COACH ADVErrTURH. 
Quadrigis petimus bene Tirere. — Horace, 

ET Fanny of Timmol! when first you 

came io 
) the close little carriage in which I was 

hurl'd, 
ught to myself, if it were not a sin, 
ould teach you the prettiest tricks in the 

world. 

V 

four diear little lips, to their destiny true, 
emM to know they were born for the use 
of another ; 




tiCt them say what tl 
your eve 
More comical thing 

And oft as we min 

feet, 

I felt a pulsation, a 

In yours or in mine — 

And I think we fa 

together. 

At length when arriv' 

1 heard with a sigh, 

pain, 

That perhaps our last 

that, 

And Fanny should 
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m first did 1 learn that jou once bad be* 

lier'd 
ome lorer, the dearest and falsest of men ; 
1 so gently you spoke of the youth who de- 

ceiv'd, 
liat I thought yon perhaps might be tempted 

again. 

; yon told me that passion a moment amusM, 

^as followed too often by an age of re- 
penting ; 

] checked me so softly, that while you re- 
fused, 

'orgive me dear girl, if I thought Hwas con- 
senting ! 

1 still I entreated, and still you denied, 

'ill I almost was made to believe you sin- 
cere; 

mgb I found that in bidding me leave you, 
you sigb'd, 

tud when you repulsM me, Hwas done with 
a tear. 

rain did I whisper, "There's nobody nigh ;" 

D vain with the tremors of passion implore; 

ir excuse was a kiss, and a tear your re- 
ply— 

acknowledge them both, and I askM for no 
more. 

i8 I right ?— oh ! I cannot Believe I was 

wroAg. ^ 
*oor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again; 



And may Provideiioe ^de her uniii)! 
Nor scatter her path with repeal 
pain ! 

Bv Tleav'n ! 1 would raU»er for evei 

The elysium that dwells oq a 

breast, 

Than alarm for a moment the pea 

there, 

Or banish the dove from so hallow 



A NIGHT THOUGH'] 

How oft a cloud, with Envious veil, 
Obscures yon bashful light, 

Which seems so modestly to steal 
Along the waste of night ! 

'Tis thus the worid's obtrusive wro* 
Obscure with malice keen 

Some timid heart, which only long 
To live and die unseen ! 



ELEGIAC STAN; 

Sic jurat perire. 

When wearied wretches sink i 
How heavenly soft their slur 

How sweet is death to those w 
To those who weep and Ion/ 
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8aw you the soft and grassy bed, 

' Wher» flow^ets deck the green earth^s . 

breast ? 
^is there I wish to lay my head, 
nris there! wish to sleep at rest! 

Oh ! let not tears efDbalm my tomb, ) 

None but the dews b\ twilig^ht gfiven ! ■ 

Oh ! let not sighs disturb the ^loom, ' I 

None but the whispering winds of hearea ! ' 



THE KISS. 

Grow to my lip, thou sacred kiss, 
On which my souPs beloved swore 
That there should come a ti'iie of bliss, 
When she would mock my hopes no more; 
Ind fancy shall thy glow renew, 
n sighs at morn and dreams at night, 
\nd none shall steal thy holy dew 
Pill fbouM absolved by rapturous rite. 
)wect hours that are to make me blest, 
3h ! fly, like breezes, to the goal, 
Ind let my love, my more than soul, 
yome panting to this fever'd breast; 
kod while in every glance I drink 
rbe rich overflowing^ of her mind, 
)h ! let her all impassioned sink, 
Q sweet abandonment resigned. 
Mushing for all our ^trug^es past, 
knd murmuring, *< I am thine at last !" 

11* 




. TO — . ■ :^ 

WiTB all mf Hvl Umd let m put, 
Sioce both tu« wudau to be hM ^ 

And 1 will send-jcu banByerfenttf 
ir you will MDdiBiae -bask to I4Q> 

We're bad tome i»VPf b<wn tocathu'r 
But joy iDoit often ohenge ito wing ^ 

And ipriDf would be bat gliMaij weatbei) 
If we bad Dothing ebe bet apitaf. 

Tia not that I expect to find 
A more devoted, t»d mad tma ob% 

With roaier cheek or nreeter njud— 
Enough for me that Ae^ a Mir.MW; 

ThtK let ua leaM the bower of lore. 
Where we have knter'd long w Uiu ;■ ' 

And you may down Mel petb-w^ rare, 
While I thaU take mj wa; thrangb iMi 

Our bearti hara n&iV little bam 

In thia short fever of deidm> 
Y'ou hare not hM a cinite eheiB^ 

Nor I one *(Mi1t of AwUng fln< ., 

My kiBses bare not itau'd 0bi,rQn ,^ 
Which nature hnnf Hpaa"y<NtTl9l_ ^ 

AnA atill yoar Mfb.widi negt^c Jam 
For man^ ft nptoM mbI tojjp. 



I 



farewell ! and when sotne other fair 
Shall ^1 your wanderer to her arms, 

"^Twill be my lux'ry to compare 

Her spells with your rememberM charmB. 

** This cheek,'' PU a^r, '^ is not so bright 
As one that us'dto meet my kiss; 

This eye has not such' liquid light 
As one that «s*d to talk of bliss !*' 

•Farewell ! and when some future lover 
Shall claim the heart which 1 resign, 

And in exulting joys discover 
All the charms that once were mine ; 

i think I should be sweetly blest. 

If, in a soft imperfect sigh, 
YouM say while to his bosom prest, 
.He loves not half so well as 1 1 



A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

<3ab how, beneath the moonbeam^s smile, 
Yon little billow heaves its breast. 

And foams and sparkles for awhile. 
And murmuring then subsides to rest 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and eare, 
Rises on Time's eventful sea; 

And having swelled a moment there, 
Thus melts into eternity ! 



' I Have now Iwo years of 

-^"d he before hia wtieel 
'■The grand menagerie ol 
< ' Wliile 1 have met .,n ea. 

4s many brutes ar^ he Ma 
The onij diff^r.-nce I cai 
Betwiat the Bao.mg ^ 
Is, that hia nays are pen 
And mine, I fear are sim 
Bat, dear«tt grirl ! lia ao 
Of liroEhort yean, or lei 
Since jou to ne, and I to 
Vowy to be erer fondly ( 
Ah, Julia! thuBc were pli 
Vou loved me for my am'i 
And 1 tos'd yoii, boc;iusB 
'Twaa ao delicious (o bf r 
By such a cbanninff f^uidi 
With eycB of fire and tips 
All I bad often fancied o*e 
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Bt 8<r*tis now, we meet each other, 
id I'm DO more than Julia's brother ; 
bile she^s 8o like my priideot sister, 
lore's few would thiok- how close Pre kist 
her. 

But, Julia, let those matters pass ! 

you will brim a sparkling glass 

I yanish'd hours of true delight, 

>me to me after du^^k to-oighc. 

[ have DO other guest to tneet you. 

It here alooe IMl tete-d-iete you, 

'er a little attic feast. 
full of conhal soul at least, 
those where Delia met Tibullus^ 

' Lesbia wantoaM with Catullus.''' 

» 

lUl sing you many a roguivh sonnet 

MMit it, at' it, and upon it : 

Ml songs addressM, as if I lovM, 

I all the girts with whom Pve rovM, 

)me, pr'ythee come, you^li find me here, 

ke Horace, waitmg for his-dear.f 

lere shall not be to-night, oa earth, 

ro souls more elegant in mirth ; 

id though one hey-day p-nssion's fled, 

le spirit of the love that's dead 

all hover wanton o^er my head ; 

> Ccenttm, noD nine caodidd, poellSu 

Cat. Carni. siii 
f _~-. puettam 
media m noctem ezpecto. Gor, Lib. i. sat. 5. 
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AN ODE UPON 



Turn to me, love ! the mc 
f Are glowing o'er thy lar 

H Take one luxurid^^s parfia 

While yet I lingei- in tbii 



I 



•Twas loDf before the noon 
I stole into thy ibsom, dc 

And now the glance of dan 
Has found me still in dal 

Turn to nne, lore ! the treir 
Of morn along thy white 

Away, away, you envious b 
Pll chase you with my lipj 

Oh ! is it not divine to think 
While all around were lul 



^n, then airak^il its sweetest powers 
And all was animatioD there ? 

J8S me ooce more, and then I fly, 
Our ptrting' would to noon-day last ; 

'here, close that lang'uid tremblings ey^' 
And sweetly dream of all the past ! 

iS soon as Nig^t shall fix her seal 
Upon the eyes and lips of men, 

^h, dearest ! I will panting^ steal 
To nestle in thine arms again ! 

>ur joys shall take their stolen flight. 
Secret as those celestial spheres 

Vbich make sweet music all the night, 
Unlieard by drowsy mortal ears ! . 



3^ 



I SONG.* 

Du ! nothing in life can sadden us, 
While we ha?e wine and good humour.in 
store; , 

^ith this, and a little of love to madden us, 
Show me the fool that can labour for more ! 



* There are many spurious copies of this song in 
irculation ; and it is universallj attributed to a gea- 
teman who has no more right than the Editor of these 
•oems to any share whatever in the composition. E. 



234 POXKB. 

Come, then, bid Ganjmede fill every 

you, 

Fill them up brimmers, and driak s 

I'm going to loast every oyrai^h of m; 

you. 

Ay, on my soul, Vm in love with 1 

Dear creatures ! we can't live witho 

They re all that is sweet and sed 

man; 

TiOoking, sighing about and about th( 

We dote on them, die for them, aU 

can. 

Here's Phillis! — whose innocent "hose 
Is always agog for some novel desii 
To-day to gel lovers, to morrow to 1 
Is all that the innocent Phillis requ 
Here's to the gay little Jes^y ! — who 
So vastly good-humourM, whatever 
She'll kiss you, and that without wl 
whimpers, 
\nd do what you please with you- 
of fun I 

Dear creature 

A bumper toPanny !— I know you w 
her. 
Because she^s a prude, and her n^ 
curl'd; 
IBut if ever you chatted with Fan in a 
You'd say she'a the best little girl 
world I — 



k 
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/knother to Lyddy !— still strog^^liog with duty, 

And asking l)er conscience still, '< whether 

she should;'' 

While her eyes, in the silent confession of 

beauty, 

Say, "Only for something I certainly would 1^ 

Dear creatures, etc. 

Fill for Chloe ! — ^bewitchingly simple. 
Who angles the heart without knowing her 
lure ; 
Still wounding around with a blush or a dimple, 
Nor seeming to feel that she also could cure ! 
Sere's pious Susan! — the saint, who alone, sir, 
Could ever have made me religious outright : 
'"or had I such a dear little saint of my own, 
sir, 
I'd pray on my knees to her half the long ■ ' 
night ! 

Dear creatures, etc. 



tE, tell me where the maid is found, 
hose heart can love without deceit, 
I will range the world around, 
sigh one moment at her feet. 

ell me where's her sainted home, 
at air receives her blessed sigh, 
rimage of years IMl roam 
atch one sparkle of her eye !J 
IV, 12 
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-Sweetest loye! 

^ Time shall only 

J'^onder, warmer tc 

LoFely, gentle a 

Farewell, B 

i^et, oh ! yet agrain 

And repose our h 

Oh! sure »t will ther 

Calm to think on 

Farewell, Be 

Yes, ray girl, the dis 

Mayn't be always I 
'^ud the moment of p( 

Wlll't not- Inir« •-. 
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POEMSr 3^*^ 

Still f feel my heart is breaking, 

When I think 1 stray from thee, 
Kound tbei world that quiet seekiogf, 

Which 1 fear is not for me! 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Calm to peace thy lover's bosom — 

CaD it, dearest ! must it be ? 
Thou within an hour shall lose him^ ^ 

He for ever loses thee ! 

Farewell, Bessy ! ' 



SOiNG. 

If I swear by that eye, you'll allow 

Us look is so shifting' and new. 
That the oath I might take on it now, 

The very next glance would undo f 

Those babies that nestle so sly, 

Such different arrows have got. 
That an oath on the glance of an eye 

Such as yours, may be off in a shot ! 

Should I swear by the dew on your lip, 
Though each nM)ment thci treasure renews,. 

If my constancy wishes totrip^ 
I may kiss off the oath when I choose I 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flowV 
The dew and the oath that are there ! 

And Vd make a new vow ev'ry hour. 
To lose them so sweetly in airi. 



i 



I JULIA'S KISS, 

W HEN iofant Bliss id roses slept, 
,Cupid upon his slumber crept ; 
And while a balmy sigh he stole, 
t^xhalingfrom the infaDt's soul. 
He smiling said, " With this, wii 
" I'll scent my Julia's burning ki 

^ ay more ! he stole to Venus' 
Kre yet the sanguine flush had fl( 
Which Love's divinest, dearest fl 
Had kindled through her pantibg 
Her soul still dwelt on memory'^ \ 
Still floated in Toluptnous dreams 
And every joy she felt before 
In slumber now was acting o»er. 
Prom her ripe lips, which seem'd 
As in the war of kisses still, 
And amorous to each other clung 




TO 



RsMBMBXR bim thou leav'st behind, 
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee, 

Close as the tend' rest links can bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom rovM 
Though many seemM my soul to share ; 

^was passion when I thought I loy'd* 
'Twas &ncy when I thought them ftir. 

£'en she, my muse^s early theme, 
Beg^ilM me only while she warmM ; 

'Twas young Desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what passion formed. 

)ut thou — ah ! better had it been 
If I had still in freedom rov'd, 

'I had ne^er thy beauties seen, 
For then I ne?er should have lovM . 

\en all the pain which loFers feel 
lad never to ray heart been known ; 
\ ah ! the joys which lovers steal, 
hoald th^ have ever been my own : 

trust me, when I swear (hee this, 
rarest ! the pain of loving thee, 
very pain, is sweeter bliss 
an passion^s wildest ecstacy ! 

little cage I would not part, 
'hich my soul is prison** d now, 
e most light and winged heart 
: wantons on the passing vow. 



"^, 



As I was destinM to be 
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SON( 

A c APTivB thus to thee, n 
How sweetly shall I pas 

Contented, like the playfi 
To wanton up and dowi 

^f When death shall enry jo} 

And come to shade our 
Be our last sigh the sigh o 
And both our souU exha 
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*^ Come, tell me the number, repeat xoB' the 
list 
'< Of the nymphs you ha^e lov'd and oa- 
rest."— 
Oh, Rosa ! Hwas only roy fancy that rovM, 

My heart at the moment was free ; 
But Pll tell thee my gfirl, how many IVeloF^d, 
And the number shall finish with thee ! 

My tutor was Kitty ; in infancy wild 

She laught me the way to be blest ; 
She taught me to love her, I lovM like a child, 

But Kitty could fancy tbe rest. 
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 

I have never forgot, I allow ; 
I have had it by rote very often before, 

But never by heart until now ! 

Pretty Maffha was next, and my soul was all 
flame, 

But my head was so full of romance. 
That I fancied her into some chivalry dame, 

And I was her knight of the lance ! 
But Martha was not of this fanciful school, 

And she laughM at her poor little knight ; 
While I thought her a goddess, she thought 
me a fool, 

And lUl swear the was most in the rigibt. 

My soul was now calm till, by Clorin^ (ookjB, 

Again^ f was tempted to rove ; 
But Cloris, I found was so learned ia books. 

That she gave me more logic than lore ! 
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V ' ** What's devotion 

If ' devouHy believe th 
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^'•ni?ht,the8pectrec 
Pensive I hear the moa 
Passiogr, with sad sepul 
My lyre that hangs neg 

Andseemstomonrnfo, 
That lyre was once ath 
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m in wild riot through my veins, 

re wak'd such sweetly-maddening strains, 

I if by inspiration's fire 

y sonl was blended with my lyre I 

1 ! while in every fainting note 

e beard the soul of passion float ; 

bile in thy blue, dissolving glance, 

e raptured read tby bosom's trance, 

e sang and trembled, kissM and sung 

U, as we mingle breath with breath, 

ly burning kisses parch my tongue, 

f hands drop listless on the lyre, 

k), murmuring like a swan in death, 

)on thy hosom I expire ! 

!S, I indeed remember well 

lose hours of pleasure past and o'er; 

hy have I livM their sweets to tell ? 

) tell, but never foel them more ! 

bould have died, have sweetly died, 

one of those impassioned dreams, 

hen languid, silent on my breast, 

inking thine eyes' delicious beams, 

f soul has fluttered from<^ts nest, 

id on thy lip just parting sighM ! ' 

I ! dying thas a death of love, 

> heaven how dearly should I go ! 

s well might hope for joys above, 

ho had begun them here below ! 

tfc ♦ :» « 4v 
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Aoayetaheoi 

Was ihat her foo 
Her voice upoi 

No, 'twas the wii 
Oh, maid of M 

Come to me, love 
'Tis past the pr< 

Come to me, lore, 
Shall guide thee 



W'hen time, who st 
Shall steal our pi 

The mem»ry of the 
And half our jojs 
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Then talk no more of future gloom; 

Our joys shall aln^ays last; 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memVy gild the past ! 

Come Chloe, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink to Love and thee : 
Thou never canst decay in soul, 

Tbou'lt still be young for me. 

And as thy Kps the tear>drop chase. 

Which on my cheek they find, 
So hope shall steal avray the trace 

Which sorrow leaves behind ! 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom I 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come, 

And memVy gild the past ! 

But mark, at thought of future years 

Wheo love shall lose its soul, 
IVfy Chloe drops her timid tears, 
JThey mingle with my bowl ! 

How like this bowl of wine, my fair, 

(hir loving life shall fleet ; 
rfaoagh teara may sometimes mingle there. 

The draught shall still be sweet ! 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom ! 

Qui* joys shfall alwajrs last ; 
^or hope will brighten days to comej 

And memVy gild the past ! 
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A long, longf pilifniinmu ». . 
And many an altar on my way 
ITas lur'd mj pious steps to stay; 
For, if the saint was young* and fai 
I turn'd and sung my vespers there 
This, from a youthful pilgrim's fire. 
Is what your pretty saints require : 
To pass, nor tell a single bead, 
With them would be profane indee 
But trust me, all this young devoti 
Was but to keep my zeal in motic 
And, evVy humb/er altar past, 
I now have reached thb shrine ; 



REUBEN AND RC 

A TALS OF ROMANO 

The darkness which bung upoD 
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3ugh the valleys were brightenM by many 
a beam, 

Tet none could the woods of the castle il- 
lume; 

d the lightning whicb flashM on the neigh- 
bouring stream, 

Mew back, as if feanng to enter the gloom ! 

>h ! when shall this horrible darkness dis- 
perse?" • 

laid Willumberg^s lord to the seer of the 
cave ; 
can never dispel,^ said the wizzard of 
verse, 

' Till the bright star of chivalry^s sunk in 
the wave I" 

d who was the bright star of chivalry then ? 
Vho could be but Reuben, the flow'r of the 

age? 
r Reuben was first in the combat of men, 
Though Youth had scarce written bis name 
» on her pa^e. 

r Willuroberg^ daughter his bosom had 
beat, 

'^or Rose,, who was bright as the spirit of 
dawn, 

len with wand dropping diamonds, and sil- 
very feet, 

t walks- o'er the flowers of the mountain and 
lawn ! 




» '? I 



I / 



f 



' t 



I .■ r 



^• 



'^^es, yes,— when 
be]] 

^^ the moulderine 
me !" 

T'^ice, thrice be n 
shall rise;" 
And JRose felt a m 

She wipM, while she 
her eyes, 
And she hop'd she 
again I 

*^hen he feJt thof k« 



len a sunbeam was seeo to i^laooe •Far tte 

walls, 
kod the castle of WiUumbecg baskM id the 

ray! 

, all but the soul of the maid was in light, 
*here sorrow and terror ld,y gloomy and 
blank : 

days did she wander, and all the long 

Blgllt, 

1 quest of her love, ott the wide rirer's 

bank. 

, oft did she pause for the toll of the hell, 
kUd she heard but the breatUingfs of night 

in the air ; 
ig> long did she gaze on the watery swel^ 
.od she saw but the foam of the white bil- 
low there. 

1 often as midnight its veil would undraWt 
.8 she looked at the light of the moon in the 

stream, 
thought Hwas his helmet of silver she saw, 
s the curl of the svrge glitter'd high in the 

beam^ 

I now the third night was begemming the 
sky, 

oor Rose on the cM dewy margent re- 
clined, 

re wept till the tear aluMst frosein her eye, 

'ben, — ^hark \ — Hwas the bell that came 
deep in the wind ! 
12* 
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'^"^ sunk to r, 
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The fairest maid iD Saxony^ 
And take her to his bed. 

As soon as morn was in the sky, ^ 

The feast and sports began ; 
The men admii^d the happy maid, ' 

The maids the happy man. 

In many a sweet device of -mirtk 

The day was passM alon|p; 
And some the featly dance BOmM 

And some the dulcet song. 

The younger maids with Isabel 

Disported through the bowers, 
And deck'd her robe, and crownM her head 

With motley bridal flowers. 

The matrons all in rich attire, 

Within the castle walls, 
. Sat listening to the choral strains 

That echoM through the halls. 

itory ; I rather hope — though the manner of it leads 
me to doobt-^that his design was to ridicule that dis- 
tempered taste, which prefer» those inontiterg of the 
faacy to the ** speciosa tniracula** of true poetic imagi* 
nation. 

I find, by a note in the manuscript, that he met with 
this story in a German author, Fkomman upon Fasci" 
nation^ Book sii. part. vi. chap^ 18. On ronaultlng the 
worii, 1 perceive that Frommar quotes it from Bbuja- 
cKNsiB, among many other stories equally diabolical 
Ittd intereetiog^. JS^, 
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Of Isabel that « 

^"J/'^'^og he «i, 
<>' lose it in ,he , 

w^''^ »"»""* tJ 
^*>eiv lie the rin 

♦Vh.cb there fi,|| | 
Perhaps a Heathe, 

«fpoii it. marble fimfe 
He tried the riog u 

Thereon he feeteny 

Till they were wear 
A^d messenye™ aaoou 
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The band wm closed upon the ring * 

With firm and mighty clasp ; 
fn vain he tried, and tried, and tried, 

He could not loose the grasp I 



How sore surprised was Rupert's mi 

As well his mind might be ; 
-^m come," quoth he, ''at night again, 

** When none are here to see.'* 

He went unto the feast, a&d much 

He thought upon his ring ; 
knd much he wooderM what could meaur 

So very strange a thing ! 

Fhe feast was o'er, and to the court, 

He went wit hour delay. 
Resolved to break the marble hand, 

And force the ring away ! 

But mark a stranger wonder still—- 
The ring was there no more ; 

Fet was the marble hand ungrasp'd, 
And open as before ! 

He searched the base, and aH the courts 

And nothing could he find. 
But to the castle did return. 

With sore bewilder'd mind. 

Within he found them all in mirth^ 

The night in dancing flew ; 
The youth another ring procur'd, 

And nooe the ad?eature knew. f 
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■And waitiijg for thl' 

And Rupert, by her lov 
In youthfol beautv eJ 

Like Phoebus, when be 
««8 beam, upon a ros 

Andheremyson^shoul, 

B„^°'''«''he«,sfbetoJ, 

But for the horrid, horrid 
" J-et has to unfold .' 

Soon Rupert, 'twixt his b 

A death^ld carcass fo 

lie saw .t aot, but though 

Its arms embrace him re 

"buIT*".""' """^ »'■««• " 

la vam he shrunk, it cipp, 
With damp and deadly „h 



fated Rupert, wild and loud 
rhou criedst to tby wife, 
)h ! save me from this horrid fiend, 
'My Isabel! my life !" 

t Isabel bad nothing seen, 

)be lookM around in vain ; 

d mucb she mournM the mad conceit 

That rackM her Rupert's brain* 

length from this invisible 

''hese words to Rupert came ; 

1 God ! while he did hear the words, 

Vhat terrors shook his frame !) 

[usband ! husband ! Pve the ring 
"'hou gav'st to-day to me ; 
i thouVt to me for ever wed, 
Ls I am wed to thee !" 

i all the night the demon lay 
!old-chilling by his side, 
1 strained him with such deadly grasp^ 
[e thought he should have died ! 

: when the dawn of day was near, 
'he horrid phantom fled, 
I left the affrighted youth to weep 
y Isabel in bed. 

all that day a gloomy cloud 
/"as seen on Rupert's brows ; 
r Isabel was likewise sad, 
ttt strove to cheer her speixse. 
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And look'd for love anT 

But oh! wheo midoig^it cs 
The fiend was at bis side 

And, as it sti-ainM him in h 
With howl exalting* criec 

'Husband! hasbandJ IVe 
The rinff thou graWst to n 
And thouVt to me for ever 
As I am wed to thee !»» 

In agony of wild despair, 
;f He started from the bed ; 

^ And thus to his bewilderM « 

; '^^^ trembling Rupert sai^ 

*' Oh Isabel ! dost thou not «< 
A shape of horrors here, 

Ihat strains me to the deadlj 
And keeps me from m« a^ 
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This night, just like the night before. 

In terrors passM away. 
Nor did the demon vanish thence 

Before the dawn of day. 

Says Rupert then, '^ My Isabel, 

I>ear partner of my woe. 
To Father Austio^s holy cave 

This instant will 1 go.^ 

Now Austin was a reverend man. 

Who acted wonders maint, 
Whom all the country round believ*d 

A devil or a saint ! 

To Father Austin^s holy cave 

Then Rupert went full straigbt, 
And told him all, and ask'd him how 

To remedy his fate. 

The father heard the youth, and then 

Retir'd awhile to pray ; 
And having prayM for half an hour, 

RetumM and thus did say : 

^* There is a place where four roads meet* 

Wbich I will tell to thee; 
Be there this ere, at fall of night, 

And list what thoa shalt see. 

Thoa^lt see a group of figures pass 

In strange disordered crowd, 
Trar^ng by torch-light through the reads, 

With noises stnuDige and IoimL 



''^^ ■c^'^i'a them with 1 

The nigrht-fall came, and R 
In pale amazement went 

To where the cross-roads m 
Was by the Father sent. 

Andio! agrroupoffi^resc 
InstrangredisonJerMcrow 

TniF^in^ by torch-light thpo 
w ith noises strange and U 

f And, as the gloomy train adva 

■i Rupert beheld from fer 

') '^^^'^^'^formof wanton mioB 

seated upon a oar. 

T 

AaaR»pert.a8hega2iMupon 
^ The loosely-Feated dame. 
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He seemM the first of all the crowd 

Terrific towering o*er ; 
" Yes, yes," said Rupert, *« this is he, 

And I need ask no more.^ 

Then slow be went, and to this fiend 

The tablets trembling gave, 
Who looked and read them with a yell 

That would disturb the grave. 

And when he saw the blood-scrawl'd name, 

His eyes with fury shine ; 
" I thought," cries he, " his time was out, 

But he must soon be mine I^ 

Then darting at the youth a look, 

Which rent his sonl with fear» 
He went unto the female fiend^ 

And whisperM in her ear. 

The female fiend no sooner heard, 

Than, with reluctant look. 
The very ring that Rupert lost, 

She from her finger took. 

And, giving it unto the youth. 

With eyes that breathed of hell, 
She said, in that tremendous voice, 

Which be rememberM well : 

^' In Austin's name take back the ring, 

The ring thou gav'&t to me ; 
And thou*rt to me no bnger wed, 

Nor longer I to thee." 
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W THE BIRTI 

Written 

O' an my happier b, 

And eren I hare b, 
"oen heart, na» r 

«as kindled with th 

Such hours as this roe 
So dear to friendsbir 

ToungrLovehin«elfl^ 

Joannleotigachad 

Then oh! „y 

*»^1 •«"»'«• if we ^e', 
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D that let statesmen try their powers, 
And .tremble o^er the rights thejM die for ; 
be union of the soul be ours. 
And ev'ry union else we sigh for ! 

hen, oh ! my friends, this hour improre, 
Liet^s feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 
nd may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever I 

evVy eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart overflowing, 

rom ev*ry soul I catch the spark 

Of sympathy, in friendship glowing I 

b ! could such moments ever fly ; 

Ob ! that we ne'er were doomM to lose 'em* 

ud all as bright as Charlotte's eye, 

And all as pure as Charlotte's bosom. 

jt oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 
nd may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

)r me, whate'er my span of years. 
Whatever sun may light my roving ; ] 
liether I waste my life m tears. 
Or live, as now for mirth and loving ! 

bis day shall come with aspect kind. 
Wherever fate may cast your rover ; 
e'll think of those he left behind. 
And drink a health to bliss that's over ! 
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is it' not sureet, belovec 
To rore through Eru 

And cuU the golden fru 
And gather Fancj's I 

Andisjtnotmoresffee 
To feel thj parents I 
And pay them back in s 
The dear the endless I 

It must be so to thee, mi 

With this idea toil is 1 

This sHreelens all the fru 

And makes the flowers 

The little gift we send th 

i ^aj sometimes teaoht 

If indolence, or syren joF 

Should erer tempt that 
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^GMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISEa 

Nobilitas sola est atqae unica Tirtus. Jtm. 

ARK those proud boasters of splendid line, 
ike gilded ruins, moulderiDg while they 

shine, 
ow heary sits that weight of alien show, 
ike martial helm upon an infantas brow ; 
[lose borrowed splendours, whose contrasting 

light 
irows back the native shades in deeper night, 
ik the proud train who glory^s shade pursue, 
here are the arts by which that glory g^ew ? 
le genuine virtues that with eagle gaze 
lugh! young Renown in all her orient blaze ! 
bere is the heart by chymic truth refined, 
le exploring soul, whose eye had read man- 
kind ? 
here are the links that twinM with heav^y 

art, 
is country^s interest round the patriot^s 

heart? 
here is the longfue that scatterM words of 

fire? 
le spirit breathing through the |X)et^ lyre P 
these descend with all the tide of fame 
hich rainly waters an unfruitful name ? 

T^ 9 n^ ^ iP rF 
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AppnrD oy tie«T'n,oraai 
Where justice flies the be 
And truth's pure beams 
play ? 

ifes, there's a call sweet 
To slumb'ring babes, or ii 
) 1 And urgent as the tonp^ue 

I '. ) When the mind's balance 

_ ' Oh! 'tis our country's i 

/ should meet 

i' An echo in the souKs most 

Along the heart's respond i 
Not let a tone there vibral 






SONG 

iViART, I believ'd thee tru< 
And I was blest in thus fa 
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w hare ever lorM like me, — 
3b ! I have lovM thee too sincerely ! 
td few have e^erdeceiv'd like thee,— • 
^as ! deceived me too severely ! ; 

re thee well ! yet think awhile 
3n one whose bosom bleeds to doubt me ; 
ho now would rather trust that smile, ' ' 
Ajid die with thee thajj^ live without thee ! 

re thee well ! Pll think of thee, 
rhou leav*8t me many a bitter token ; 
r see, distracting^ womao ! see, 
My peace is gone, my heart is broken ! — 
Fare thee well ! 



SONG. 

BY does azure deck the sky ? 
Tis to be like thy looks of blue ; 
by is red the rose's dye ? 
Because it is thy blushes' hue. 
1 that's fair, by Love's decree, 
IB been made resembling thee I 

by is falling snow so white. 

But to be like thy bosom fair ? 

by are solar beams so bright ? 

That they may seem thy golden hair I 

1 that's bright, by Love's decree, 

as been made resembling thee 1 
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MORA 

A FAMILIA 

- ABDRESSED TO J. AT-JI 

TBovaa long at ichooj 
On book, of rhyme and 
And copying from their 
*;.ne recipe, for forming 

^^° *'■""' to make u.e. 
Teaching morality like d 

What */e^,^e are throngi 
j^ongb thus, my friend, . 

Andsomuchmidniffhtoil 



I find the doctors and the. BBgen 
Have di&rVI in all olimeB and a^ts^ 
And two in 6Ay scaroe agree 
On what is pure morality ! 
'Tis like the rainhow^s shifting zonO) 
^d every vision makes its own. 

The doctors of the Porch advise, 
Kb modes of being great and wise, ' 
rhat we should cease to own or know 
rhe luxuries that from feeling flow. 

^ Reason alone must claim direction, 
Arnd Apathy^ the soul's perfection. 
Like a dull lake the heart must lie ; 
Nfor passion's gale, nor pleasure's sigh, 
rhough heav'n the breeze, the breath supplied, 
Must curl the wave or swell the tide !'' 

Such was the ngid Zeso'k plan 
Po form his phtloeophic man ; 
Such were the iBodes he taught awnkind 
To weed the garden of the mind ; 
They tore away some toeedt^ *tis true, 
But all the JbwVi were rwneh'd too ! 

Now listen to tJbe wily strains* 
IVbtoh» OB Cyrano's sandy pkuns, 
iVhen pleasure, ftyvsph with looscaild flene, 
dsuTfifVl the ipfaiAosopbic throne; 
dear what the couftly sage's* toogne 
Fo his surroundhig pmpils sMBg : 

^Ariftippw. 



That man mig'ht rerel, free from 
Then most a sa^e, when most ei 

Is this morality ! — Oh, no ! 
E^en I a wiser path could show. 
The flowV within this vase confii 
The pure, the unfading^ flowV of 
Must not throw all its sweets avi 
Upon a mortal mould of clay ; 
No, no ! its richest breath shouU 
In virtuous incense tu the skiea ! 

But thus it is, all sects we lee 
Have watch- words of morality : 
Some cry out Venus, others Jorc 
Here *tis religion, there 'tis love ! 
But while they thus so widely ws 
While mystics dream, and doctoi 
And some, in dialectics firm. 
Seek virtue in a middle term ; 
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r could he act a purer part| 
mgh he had Tully all by heart ; 
1 when he drops the tear on woe, 
little knows, or cares to know 
vt Epictetus blamM that tear, 
Heay^n approy'd, to yirtue dear ! 

! when I' ye seen the morning beam 
ating within the dimpled stream ; 
ile Nature, wakening from the night, 
I just put on her robes of light, 
re I, with cold optician^s gaze, 
>lorM the doctrine of those rays ? 
pedants, I haye left to you, 
ely to separate hue from hue; 
giye that moment up to art, n 

en Heay'n and Nature claim the heart ; 
1 dull to all their best attraction, 
•Hneasure angles of refraction! 
ile I, in feeling's sweet romance, 
ik on each day-beam as a glance 
m the great eye of Him above, 
kVHDg bis world with looks of loye r 



THE NATAL GENIUS. 

A DREAM. 

, THE HORNING OF HEB BlltTH-»AY. 

f itching slumbers of the nighty 
eamM I was the airy sprite 
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• f lui uure-DfUKA I bomd 

Heart's ease alongc thy path 

Which vras to bloom thro 

Nor yet did 1 forg-et to bind 

Love's roses, with his myrtl 

A ad dewM by sympathetic 

Such was the wild bat preci< 
^ Which FaDcy, at her mag'ic 

Bade me to Nona's image 
Oh ! were I, love, thus doom^ 
Thy little gfnardian deity, 

How blest around thy steps 

Thy life should softly steal ak 
Calm as some lonely shephen 

That's heard at distance in 
No cloud should erer shade tk 
No thorns along tliy pathway 

But all be sunshine, peace, 
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THE SALE OF LOVES.* 

REAMED that in the Paphian groves. 
Vly nets by moonlight laying, 
aught a flight of ivanton Loves, 
ImoDg the rose-beds playing, 
ne just had left their silvery shell, 
Vhile some were full in feather ; 
pretty a lot of Loves to siell 
Vere never yet strung together. 

Come buy my Loves, 

Come buy my Loves, 
Te dames and rose-lipp'd misses ! 

TheyVe new and bright. 

The cost is light, 
*or the coin of this Isle is kisses. 

st Cloris came, with looks sedate, 
*he coin on her lips was ready : 
buy,'' quoth she, *' my love by weight, 
ull grown, if you please, and steady.'' 
et mine be light," said Fanny, '< pray,- 
och lasting toys undo one, 
ght little Love that will last a day, 
'o-morrow I'll sport a new one." 

Come buy my Loves, 

Come buy my Loves, 

The subject of this Air was suggested by an Alle- 
MoremeDt of Beetboven^s, and the idea of th6 
Is is taken from a French Poem, called ** March§ 
jthdre." 



To diFert her virgin Mase with, 
And pluck sometimes a quill from his 

To indite her billet-doux with. 
Poor Chloc would give for a well-fled 

Her only eye if you'd ask il; 
And Tabitha beg^^d, old toothless fail 

For the youngest Love in the baski 
Come buy my Loves, &c. Sic. 

But one was left when Susan came, 

One worth them all together ; 
At sight of her dear looks of shame, 
He smiPd and prunM his feather. 
She wishM the boy — ^Hwas more than ' 

Her looks, her sighs betrayM it ; 
But kisses were not enough for him, 
I askM a heart, and — she paid it ! 
Grood bye, my Loves, 
Grood bye, my Loves,— - 
^Twould make you smile to^e seen 
First trade for this 




ES OF AMACBEON. 

I he trantUtor 



nilir^ bird of pleunn 
efaarpotepicMHiK 
le Mum'i Ifn 
-BryaurglDrioualaafc . 
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lufbt (be spiqlBd bowcn 
[ildlinGerer;daj . 

I, bj Itae KOds aboie 

pDllajowlb, IpnytiiM 
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